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PREFACE AND DEDICATION TO 
THE PRESENT EDITION. 

It is just ten years since the following sketches appeared in 
book form for the first time. Since then, and partly (I believe) 
through their publication, the Scottish novel has taken a new 
departure, and many brilliant romances have familiarized 
Southern readers with some of the scenes described in my 
Highland wanderings. The Outer Hebrides, however, from 
South Harris to Barra, from Barra to St Kilda, with all their 
wild scenery and associations, remain virgin ground, where both 
the poet and the novelist may always find choice material for 
their fascinating art The Celtic character is still little under- 
stood; the Celtic spirit is still scarcely heard in literature. 
Throughout my sketches I have attempted, again and again, 
to do justice to both. Already, as I write, the faint sound of a 
Highland uprising against oppression is heard along the length 
and breadth of the land ; and the struggle of the Skye crofters, 
feeble as it may seem compared with the mighty upheaving in 
Ireland, is just as surely a precursor of a revolution which must 
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come — when the cruel 'clearances' will be avenged, and 

when the blood shed wholesale in the Glens will form the 

sacrament of a new and happier dispensation. I inscribe this 

new edition, therefore, to those Crofters of the Island 

of Skye who have recently stood up for their agrarian 

rights ; and, as the friend of the Highlander, I trust that this 

initiative may be taken up without delay, wherever the Gaelic 

tongue is still spoken, and wherever the hand of persecution 

still retains its hold upon the lives of toiling and suffering 

men. 

ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

London, October 1882. 
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THE HEBRID ISLES. 



PART I. 

THE LAND OF LORNE. 

' A Land of Rainbows spanning glens whose walls, 
Rock-built, are hung with many-coloured mists ; 
Of far-stretched Meres whose salt flood never rests — 
Of tuneful Caves and playful Waterfalls — 
Of Mountains varying momently their crests. 
Proud be this Land ! whose poorest huts are halls 
Where Fancy entertains becoming guests ; 
While native song the heroic past recalls.' 

Wordsworth. 



CHAPTER I. 

FIRST GLIMPSE OF LORNE. 

When I first came to dwell in Lome, and roamed as is my 
wont up hill and down dale from dawn to sunset, I soon grew 
weary of a landscape which seemed tame and colourless, of 
hills that, with one or two magnificent exceptions, seemed cold 
and unpicturesque. It was the spring-time moreover, and 
such a spring-time ! Day after day the rain descended, some- 
times in a dreary ' smurr,' at others in a moaning torrent, and 
when the clouds did part the sun looked through with a dismal 
and fitful stare, like a face swollen with weeping. The conies 
were frisking everywhere, fancying it always twilight The 
mountain loch overflowed its banks, while far beneath the sur- 
face the buds of the yellow lily were wildly struggling upward, 
and the over-fed burns roared day and night. Wherever one 
went, the farmer scowled, and the gamekeeper shook his head. 
Lome seemed as weary as the Uists, weary but not eerie, and 
so without fascination. In a kind of dovecot perched on a 
hill, far from human habitation, I dwelt and watched, while the 
gloomy gillie came and went, and the dogs howled from the 
rain-drenched kenneL The weasel bred at the very door, in 
some obscure corner of a drain, and the young weasels used to 
come fearlessly out on Sunday morning and \Aa^ m \ta& races- 
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Two hundred yards above the house was a mountain tarn, on 
the shores of which a desolate couple of teal were trying hard 
to hatch a brood ; and all around the miserable grouse and 
grayhens were sitting like stones, drenched on their eggs, hoping 
against hope. In the far distance, over a dreary sweep of 
marshes and pools, lay the little town of Oban, looking, when 
the mists cleared away a little, exactly like the woodcuts of the 
City of Destruction in popular editions of the ' Pilgrim's Pro- 
gress.' Now and then, too, the figure of a certain genial 
Edinburgh Professor, with long white hair and flowing plaid, 
might be seen toiling upward to Doubting Castle, exactly like 
Christian on his pilgrimage, but carrying, instead of a bundle 
on his back, the whole of Homer's hexameters in his brain, 
set to such popular tunes as 'John Brown,' and 'Are ye 
sleepin', Maggie ?' Few others had courage to climb so high, 
in weather so inclement - ; and wonderful to add, the Professor 
did not in the least share the newcomer's melancholy, but 
roundly vowed in good Doric that there was no sweeter spot 
in all the world than the 'bonnie Land of Lome.' 

I was for a time sceptical, but as the days lengthened, and 
my eyes accommodated themselves to the new prospect, my 
scepticism changed into faith, my faith into enthusiasm, my 
enthusiasm into perfect love and passionate enjoyment 

The truth is that Lome, even in the summer season, does 
not captivate at first sight, does not galvanize the senses with 
beauty and brightly stimulate the imagination. Glencoe lies 
beyond it, and Morven just skirts it, and the only great moun- 
tain is Cruachan. There is no portion of the landscape which 
may be described as 'grand,' in the same sense that Glen 
Sligachan and Glencoe are grand ; no sheet of water solemnly 
beautiful as Corruisk; no strange lagoons like those of sea- 



FIRST GLIMPSE OF LORNE. 5 

surrounded Uist and Benbecula ; for Lome is fair and gentle, 
a green pastoral land, where the sheep bleat from a thousand 
hills, and the gray homestead stands in the midst of its own 
green fields, and the snug macadamized roads ramify in all 
directions to and from the tiny capital on the seaside, with the 
country carts bearing produce, the drouthy farmer trotting 
home at all hours on his sure-footed nag, and the stage-coach, 
swift and gay, wakening up the echoes in summer-time with 
the guard's cheery horn. There is greenness everywhere, even 
where the scenery is most wild — : fine slopes of pasture alternat- 
ing with the heather ; and though want and squalor and un- 
cleanness are to be found here as in all other parts of the 
Highlands, comfortable homes abound. Standing on one of 
the high hills above Oban you see unfolded before you, as in 
a map, the whole of Lome proper, with Ben Cruachan in the 
far distance closing the scene to the eastward, towering over 
the whole prospect in supreme height and beauty, and cutting 
the gray sky with his two red and rocky cones. At his feet, 
but invisible to you, sleeps Loch Awe, a mighty fresh-water 
lake, communicating through a turbulent river with the sea. 
Looking northwards, taking the beautifully-wooded promontory 
of Dunollie for a foregound, you behold the great Firth of 
Lome, with the green flat island of Lismore extended at the 
feet of the mountain region of Morven, and the waters creep- 
ing inland, southward of the Glencoe range, to form, first, the 
long narrow arm of Loch Etive, which stretches many miles 
inland close past the base of Cruachan, and, second, the wind- 
ing basin of Loch Creran, which separates Lome from Glencoe. 
Yonder to the west, straight across the Firth, lies Mull, 
separated from Morven by its gloomy Sound. Southward, the 
view is closed by a range of unshapely hills, very green in 
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colour and unpicturesque in form, at the feet of which, but 
invisible, is Loch Feochan, another arm of the sea, and beyond 
the mouth of this loch stretches the seaboard, with numberless 
outlying islets, as far as the lighthouse of Easdale and the 
island of Scarba. Between the landmarks thus slightly indi- 
cated stretches the district of Lome, some forty miles in length 
and fifteen in breadth; and,. seen in clear bright weather, free 
from the shadow of the rain-cloud, its innumerable green slopes 
and cultivated hollows betoken at a glance its peaceful cha- 
racter. There is, I repeat, greenness everywhere, save on the 
tops of the highest hills — greenness in the valleys and on the 
hillsides, greenness of emerald brightness on the edges of the 
sea, greenness on the misty marshes. The purple heather is 
plentiful, too, its deep tints glorifying the scene from its pastoral 
monotony, but seldom tyrannizing over the landscape. Abund- 
ant also are the signs of temporal prosperity — the wreaths of 
smoke arising everywhere from humble dwellings, the sheep 
and cattle crying on the hills, the fishing boats and trading 
vessels scattered on the firth, the flocks of cattle and horses 
being driven on set days to the grass-market at Oban. 

This same town of Oban, prettily situated along the skirts of 
a pleasant bay, and boasting a resident population of some two 
thousand inhabitants, has been fitly enough designated the 
t key of the Highlands ;' since from its quaint quay, composed 
of the hulk of an old wreck, the splendid fleet of Highland 
steamers start for all parts of the western coast and adjacent 
islands. In summer-time a few visitors occupy the neat villas 
which ornament the western slopes above the town, and innumer- 
able tourists, ever coming and going to the sharp ringing of the 
steamboat bell, lend quite a festive appearance to the little 
main street As a tourist I first made the acquaintance of 
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Oban and its people. Returning after many months, I became 
the tenant of the White House on the Hill. I arrived in the 
fallow season, before the swift boats begin to bring their stock 
of festive travellers, and found Oban plunged in funereal gloom 
— the tradesmen melancholy, the boatmen sad and unsus- 
picious, the hotel waiters depressed and servile instead of brisk 
and patronizing. The grand waiter at the Great Western 
Hotel, one whom to see was to reverence, whose faintest 
smile was an honour, and who conferred a lifelong obligation 
when he condescended to pour out your champagne, still 
lingered in the south, and the lesser waiters of the lesser hotels 
lingered afar with the great man. All was sad and weary, and 
at first, all looks were cold. But speedily I discovered that 
the people of Oban regarded me with grateful affection. I 
was the first man who for no other reason than sheer love of 
silence and picturesqueness had come to reside among them 
' out of the season.' The poor pale faces brightened, and I 
saw the sweet spirit looking forth, with that deep inner hunger 
which is ever marked on the Celtic physiognomy. Every day 
deepened my interest and increased my satisfaction. I knew 
now that I had come to a place where life ran fresh, and simple, 
and to a great extent unpolluted. 

Not to make the picture too tender, let me add that I soon 
discovered for myself — what everyone else discovers, sooner 
or later — that the majority of the town population was hope- 
lessly lazy. There was no surplus energy anywhere, but there 
were some individuals who for sheer unhesitating, unblushing, 
wholesale indolence, were certainly unapproachable on this side 
of Jamaica. It so happened that I wanted a new wing added 
to the White House, and it was arranged with a 'contractor,' 

v 

one Angus Maclean, that it should be erected at a trifling 
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expense within three weeks. A week passed, during which 
Angus Maclean occupied himself in abstruse meditation, 
coming two or three times to the spot, dreamily chewing 
stalks of grass, and measuring imaginary walls with a rule. 
Then, all of a sudden one morning, a load of stones was de- 
posited at the $oor, an d the workmen arrived, men of all ages 
and all temperaments, from the clean methodic mason to the 
wild hirsute hodsman. In other parts of the world houses are 
built silently, not so in Lome : the babble of Gaelic was in- 
cessant The work crept on, surely if slowly, relieved by 
intervals of Gaelic melody and political debate, during which 
all labour ceased. Angus Maclean came and went, and of 
course it was sometimes necessary to advise with him as to 
details ; and great was his delight whenever he could beguile 
me into a discussion as to the shape of a window or the size of 
a door, for the conversation was sure to drift into general topics, 
such as the Irish Land question or the literature of the High- 
lands, and the labourers would suspend their toil and cluster 
round to listen while Angus explained his ' views/ In a little 
more than a month, the masonry was completed, and the 
carpenter's assistance necessary. A week passed, and no 
carpenter came. Summoned to council, Angus Maclean ex- 
plained that the carpenter would be up ' the first thing in the 
morning. ' Two days afterwards, he did appear, and it was at 
once apparent that, compared with him all the other inhabitants 
of Oban were models of human energy. With him came a 
lazy boy, with sleep-dust in his round blobs of eyes. The 
carpenter's name was Donald Mactavish — ' a fine man,' as the 
contractor explained, ' tho' he takes a drap.' The first day, 
Donald Mactavish smoked half a dozen pipes, and sawed a 
board. The next day, he didn't appear — ' it was that showery, 
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and he was afraid of catching the cold/ but the lazy boy came 
up, and went to sleep in the unfinished wing. The third day, 
Donald appeared at noon, looking very pale and shaky. Thus 
matters proceeded. Sometimes a fair day's work was secured, 
and Donald was so triumphant at his own energy that he dis- 
appeared the following morning altogether. Sometimes it was 
' o'er showery.' Tears and entreaties made no impression on 
Mactavish, and he took his own time. Then the slater ap- 
peared, with a somewhat brisker style of workmanship. Finally, 
a moody plasterer strolled that way, and promised to whitewash 
the walls * when he came back frae Mull,' whither he was going 
on business. To cut a long story short, the new wing to the 
White House was complete in three months, whereas the same 
number of hands might have finished it with perfect ease in a 
fortnight 

Thus far, I have given only the dark side of the picture. 
Turning to the bright side, I herewith record a vow, that when- 
ever I build again I will seek the aid of those same workmen 
from Lome. Angus was a Fenian, though not in the bad and 
bloodthirsty sense. Donald Mactavish, on the other hand, was 
of a gentle nature, inclined to acquiesce in all human arrange- 
ment, so long as he got his pipe and his glass, and was not 
hurried about his work. With playful humour, he would 
' draw out ' the fiery Angus for my benefit. Then the two 
would come suddenly to war about the relative merits of certain 
obscure Gaelic poets, and would rain quotations at each other 
until they grew hoarse. They had both the profoundest con- 
tempt for English literature and the English language, as com- 
pared with their beloved Gaelic. They were both full of old 
legends and quaint Highland stories. The workmen, too, were 
n their own way as interesting — fine natural bits of humanity, 
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full of intelligence and quiet affection. Noteworthy among 
them was old Duncan Campbell, who had in his younger days 
been piper in a Highland regiment, and who now, advanced in 
years, worked hard all day as a hodsman, and nightly — clean, 
washed and shaven — played to himself on the beloved pipes, 
till overpowered with sleep. Duncan was simply delicious. 
More than once he brought up the pipes, and played on the 
hillsides, while the workmen danced. These pipes were more 
to him than bread and meat. As he played them, his face 
became glorified. His skill was not great, and his tunes had 
a strange monotony about them, but they gave to his soul a 
joy passing the glory of battle or the love of women. He was 
never too weary for them in the evening, though the day's 
work had been ever so hard and long. Great was his pride 
and joy that day, when the house was finished, and with pipes 
playing and ribbons flying, he headed the gleeful workmen as 
they marched away to the town. 

From that day forward, the White House on the Hill re- 
mained silent in the solitude. Though the summer season 
came, and with it the stream of tourists and visitors, I abode 
undisturbed. Far off I saw the white gleam of the little town 
across the long stretch of field and marsh, but I seldom bent 
my footsteps thither, save when constrained by urgent business. 
Nevertheless, faces came and went, and bright scenic glimpses 
rose and passed, while day after day I found my love deepening 
for the Land of Lome. 

In a certain sense, the whole Hebrides are the Land of 
Lome, Skye as much so as Kerrera, Coll and Tiree and Rum 
as much as Appin and Awe, Loch Seavaig and Loch Eishart as 
much so as Lochs Feochan and Etive. The family house of 
Lome began with a son of Somerled, Thane of Argyll and 
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Lord of the Isles, who worried and bullied the Scottish king, 
Malcolm, until slain in battle at Renfrew. By a daughter of 
Olaus, King of Man, Somerled had two sons, Ronald and 
Dougal, the first of whom was the ancestor of the Lords of the 
Isles, or Macronalds, and the second of whom bequeathed his 
surname to the Lords of Lome, or Macdougalls. Dougall got 
for his birthright certain mainland territories in Argyllshire, now 
known as the three districts of Lome, but his name and fame 
stretched far further and embraced many of the isles. He 
resided in the stronghold of Dunstaffnage, with all the power 
and more than the glory of a petty prince. Thenceforward, the 
Macdougalls of Lome increased and multiplied. At the time 
when Haco invaded the west (1263) they were great and pros- 
perous, and fierce in forays against the Cailean Mbr, or Knight 
of Loch Awe, from whom comes the ducal house of Argyll. 
For year after year the Macdougall of Lome fought against the 
dominion of Bruce, who had slain the Red Comyn, Lome's 
father-in-law, in the Dominican church at Dumfries ; wherefore 
Bruce, when his power rose in Scotland, marched into Argyll- 
shire to lay waste the country. John of Lome, son of the 
chieftain, was posted with his clansmen in the Pass of Awe, a 
wild and narrow pathway, passing on below the verge of Ben 
Cruachan, and surrounded by precipices to all appearance in- 
accessible. The military skill of Bruce, however, enabled him 
to obtain possession of the heights above, whence his archers 
discharged a fatal volley of arrows on the discomfited men of 
Argyll, who were routed with great slaughter — John, their 
leader, just managing to escape by means of his boats on the 
lake. After this victory, Bruce ' harried ' Argyllshire, and be- 
sieging Dunstaffnage Castle, on the west shore of Lome, 
reduced it by fire and sword, and placed in it a garrison and 
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governor of his own. Alaster, the chieftain, at last submitted, 
but John, still rebellious, escaped to England. When the wars 
between the Bruce and Baliol factions again broke out in the 
reign of David II., the Macdougalls, with their hereditary 
enmity to the house of Bruce, were again upon the losing side. 
David II., and his successor, stripped them of the greater part 
of their territories, and in 1434 one Robert Stuart was appointed 
to administer their lands under the title of Seneschall of 
Lome.* In spite of all this terrible adversity, the Macdougalls 

* The fortunes of this new House of Lome, until its amalgamation with 
the ducal House of Argyll, may be followed in the following extract from a 
sketch by Mr. Smith, schoolmaster of Inveraray, contributed to Mac- 
mz/fan's Magazine, The narrative presents a certain interest at the present 
moment : 

' According to one authority — who refers for proof to " Inventory of 
Argyle Writs, title Lome" — Robert Stewart, of Rosyth, married the 
daughter of John of Lome (Macdougall), and afterwards sold the chieftain- 
ship he had thus obtained to his own brother, John Stewart, of Innermeath. 
Others affirm positively that it was the latter himself who married the 
heiress, and thus got the lands and title ; others still — and this is the view 
upheld by local tradition — that the marriage did not take place till after he 
had been put in possession by the Crown. This transaction, whatever may 
have been its real nature, must have taken place either late in the fourteenth 
or early in the fifteenth century. Taken in connection with the result of the 
previous dynastic struggles, it had, as we shall presently see, an important 
bearing on the future fortune of the house. 

' On the opposite shore of Loch Awe, as already noted, dwelt the Camp- 
bells, the hereditary foes of the Macdougalls. Down to the time of Bruce, 
ages of deadly strife and bloodshed had only served to deepen the feud 
between the two clans, the Macdougalls having been so far able to hold 
their own against their troublesome neighbours. But now, while the 
Macdougalls lost alike lands and position, the Campbells, having been 
fortunate enough or shrewd enough to range themselves on the winning 
side, were steadily advancing in wealth and influence. For his great services 
to the royal cause, Sir Neil of Lochow not only was rewarded with exten- 
sive grants from the forfeited estates of the Macdougalls, Comyns, and 
others, but also received at the same time the hand of the king's sister, the 
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still continued to exist, even to flourish, in a private way. They 
retained the Castle of Dunollie, with the titles of chieftainship 
over the clan. But in the year 17 15, the irrepressible blood 

Lady Mary Bruce, in marriage ; thus in effect mounting to the very steps 
of the throne. 

There is no reason to suppose that the relations of the new chiefs of 
Lome with the neighbouring clan were otherwise than friendly ; for both 
families being devoted supporters of the Stewart dynasty, their interests 
would be so far identical. John Stewart, son and successor of the last- 
mentioned chieftain of the same name, was created a Lord of Parliament by 
James II., in the year 1445, that is, exactly seven years before the like 
dignity was conferred on the chief of the Campbells ; the barony of Lome 
being in fact one of the very first by creation in the peerage of Scotland. 
This Lord of Lome had married a daughter of his royal kinsman Robert, 
Duke of Albany ; while Archibald, the son and heir of Sir Duncan Camp- 
bell of Lochow (first Lord Campbell), referred to at the beginning of our 
narrative, had obtained the hand of this lady's sister, Margery Stewart. 
The two families had thus been brought into close relationship. They 
were destined to be still more closely allied. To the House of Lome were 
born of the above marriage three daughters ; the fruit of the other union 
was that Colin Campbell, to whom reference has also been made. For 
him it was reserved, by securing the hand of his cousin Isabel, the eldest 
of the three daughters of Lome (a match arranged by the young chiefs 
uncle and guardian, Sir Colin Campbell of Glenorchie), to pave the way 
for his securing likewise the immediate transfer of the barony of Lome along 
with the chieftainship of Argyll to himself and his family.* Shortly after 
succeeding his grandfather (his father having pre-deceased), the young baron 
was raised to the Earldom of Argyll (1457). 

And now we come to the transactions by which more immediately these 
. bright jewels were added to the coronet of the present House of Argyll. 
John of Lome, some years before his death, had executed a deed of settle- 
ment in favour of his own brothers, the Stewarts of Innermeath, as next 
male heirs. This deed was confirmed by charter under the Great Seal in 
1452. Walter Stewart, the eldest surviving brother, claimed and succeeded 



* It is noteworthy, too, that the other two heiresses of Lome were 
married to cadets of the Campbell family ; one of these being the knight of 
Glenorchie, the founder of the noble House of Breadalbane. 
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burst forth again, and the Macdougall of the period, having 
joined the insurrection, found himself mulcted of his estate. 
Thirty years afterwards, however, it was restored to the family, 
whom sad experience had rendered quiescent during the re- 
bellion of that period. The present representative, a quiet 
major in the army, eats the Queen's bread, and preserves the 
family glory in a modest unassuming way. He has a modern 
house and farm close to the ruins of Dunollie, the ancient 
stronghold of his race. 

These same ruins of Dunollie stand on the very point of 
the promontory to the north-west of Oban, and form one of 
the finest foregrounds possible for all the scenery of the Firth. 



to the estate and dignity ; the lands of the barony, however, being now 
much curtailed by the marriage portions given away with the old chiefs 
daughters. The new lord — whether from a dislike to residing in the far 
west, or from a wish to have his estates within easier distance of each other 
— before he had been a year in possession, was induced to take a most 
important step as regards the destiny of the lordship. This was nothing 
less than the granting of an indenture (1469), binding himself to resign the 
lordship of Lome in favour of Colin, Earl of Argyll, in exchange for the 
lands of Kildoning, Baldoning, and Innerdoning, in Perthshire ; the lands 
of Culrain, in Fife, and Culkerry, in Kinross ; the Earl, on his part, bind- 
ing himself to use his influence (which, as shall be seen immediately, was 
very great) to procure for him the title of Lord Innermeath ; all which was 
done. These agreements and transfers are noticed in the public records of 
the day, and by various writers. How the last transaction was regarded 
by the collateral heirs does not appear. Clearly it was an infringement of 
the deed of settlement, but that seems to have been got ever in some way. 

Thus, then, after being held by the Macdougalls for upwards of 200 
years, and by the Stewart family for about sixty more, the Lordship of 
Lome, the cradle of Scottish monarchy, with the conjunct chieftainship of 
Argyll, passed to the great family of the Campbells, and MacCailean Mor, 
the first Earl of Argyll, as the heraldic phrase is, added the galley of Lome 
to his paternal achievement (the Boar's-head). The title was confirmed to 
the Earl and his heirs by charter dated 1470. 
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There is no old castle in Scotland quite so beautifully situated 
On days of glassy calm, every feature of it is mirrored in the sea, 
with browns and grays that ravish the artistic eye. There is not 
too much of it left : just a wall or two, lichen-covered and finely 
broken. Seen from a distance, it is always a perfect piece of 
colour, in fit keeping with the dim and doubtful sky ; but in 
late autumn, when the woods of the promontory have all their 
glory — fir-trees of deep black green, intermixed with russet and 
golden birches — Dunollie is something to watch for hours and 
wonder at The day is dark, but a strong silvern light is in the 
air, a light in which all the blue shadows deepen, while far off 
in the west, over green Kerrera, is one long streak of faint 
violet, above which gather strongly-defined clouds in a brood- 
ing slate-coloured mass. On such a day — and such days are 
numberless in the Highland autumn — the silvern light strikes 
strong on Dunollie, bringing out every line and tint of the 
noble ruin, while the sea beneath, with the merest shadow of 
the cold faint wind upon it, shifts its tints like a sword-blade in 
the light, from soft steel-gray to deep slumbrous blue. It only 
wants Morven in the background, dimly purple with dark 
plum-coloured stains, and the swathes of white mist folded 
round the high peaks, to complete the perfect picture. 

The visitor to the west coast of Scotland is doubtless often 
disappointed by the absence of bright colours and brilliant 
contrasts, such as he has been accustomed to in Italy and in 
Switzerland, and he goes away too often with a malediction on 
the mist and the rain, and an under-murmur of contempt for 
Scottish scenery, such as poor Montalembert sadly expressed 
in his life of the Saint of Iona. But what many chance 
visitors despise, becomes to the living resident a constant 
source of joy. Those infinitely varied grays — t\vos& tc^Xyw^ 
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melodious, dimmest of browns — those silvery gleams through 
the fine neutral tint of cloud ! One gets to like strong sun- 
light least ; it dwarfs the mountains so, and destroys the beau- 
tiful distance. Dark, dreamy days, with the clouds clear and 
high and the wind hushed ; or wild days, with the dark heavens 
blowing past like the rush of a sea, and the shadows driving 
like mad things over the long grass and the marshy pool ; or 
sad days of rain, with dim pathetic glimpses of the white and 
weeping orb; or nights of the round moon, when the air 
throbs with strange electric light, and the hill is mirrored dark 
as ebony in the glittering sheet of the loch ; or nights of the 
Aurora and the lunar rainbow — on days and nights like those is 
the Land of Lome beheld in its glory. Even during those 
superb sunsets, for which its coasts are famed — sunsets of fire 
divine, with all the tints of the prism— only west and east 
kindle to great brightness ; while the landscape between reflects 
the glorious light dimly and gently, interposing mists and 
vapours, with dreamy shadows of the hills. These bright 
moments are exceptional ; yet is it quite fair to say so when, a 
dozen times during the rainy day, the heart of the grayness 
bursts open, and the rainbow issues forth in complete semicircle, 
glittering in glorious evanescence, with its dim ghost fluttering 
faintly above it on the dark heaven : 

' My heart leaps up when I behold 
A Rainbow in the sky !' 

The Iris comes and goes, and is, indeed, like the sunlight, ' a 
glorious birth' wherever it appears; but for rainbows of all 
degrees of beauty, from the superb arch of delicately defined 
hues that spans a complete landscape for minutes together, to 
the delicate dying thing that flutters for a moment on the skirt 
of the storm-cloud and dies to the sudden sob of the rain, I 
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know no corner of the earth to equal Lome and the adjacent 
Isles. 

Two qualities are necessary to the enjoyment of these things. 
The first quality is quiescence, or brooding power — the patient 
faculty of waiting while images are impressing themselves 
upon you, of relinquishing your energetic identity and becom- 
ing a sort of human tarn or mirror. If you want to be 
' shocked,' galvanized, so to speak, you must go elsewhere, say 
to Chimborazo or the North Pole. The second quality neces- 
sary is (to be Hibernian) not altogether a quality, but the 
acquired conviction that Rain is beautiful and Mist poetical, 
and that to be wet through twice or thrice a day is not unde- 
sirable. In point of fact, for actual " downpours " of water, 
the Highlands are not much worse than the rest of Great 
Britain, but the changes are more sudden and incalculable. 
To abide indoors on account of wet or lowering weather may 
do very well in Surrey, but it will not do in Lome ; for if you 
want to see the finest natural effects — if you want to get the 
best sport on land and water — if you want to do in Lome as 
Lome does — you must think no more of rain there than you 
do of dust in the city. 

Let it not be gathered from what I have said that the climate 
of Lome is bad, and the rain unceasing. On the contrary, 
there are nearly every year long intervals of drought, glaring 
summer days when the landscape 'winks through the heat' 
arid the sea is like molten gold. What I mean to convey is, 
that some of the finest natural effects are vaporous, and occur 
only when rain is falling or impending ; and that it is pitiful, in 
a strong man, to miss these from fear of a wet skin. As I 
write, in the late autumn season, there is little to complain of 
on the score of wet. We have not had a drop oi iivs\ fat •&. 
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fortnight. The days have been bright and short, and the 
nights starry and bright, with frequent flashes of the Aurora. 
It is the gloaming of the year — 

' To russet brown 



The heather fadeth. On the treeless hill, 
O'er-rusted with the red decaying bracken, 
The sheep crawl slow.' 

This is the brooding hush that precedes the stormy wintry 
season, and all is inexpressibly beautiful. The wind blows 
chill and keen from the north, breaking the steel-gray waters of 
the Firth into crisp-white waves ; and though it is late after- 
noon, the western sky hangs dark and chill over the mountains 
of Mull, while the east is softly bright, with clouds tinted to a 
faint crimson. There is no brightness on any of the hills 
save to the east, where, suffused with a roseate flush, stands 
Ben Cruachan, surrounded by those lesser heights, beautifully 
christened the ' Shepherds of Loch Etive/ a space of daffodil 
sky just above him and them, and then, a mile higher, like a 
dome, one magnificent rose-coloured cloud. Thus much, it is 
possible to describe, but not so the strange vividness of the 
green tints everywhere, and the overpowering sense of height 
and distance. Though every fissure and cranny of Cruachan 
seems distinct in the red light, the whole mountain seems 
great, dreamy and glorified. Walking on one of the neigh- 
bouring hills, I seem lifted far up into the air, into a still 
world, where the heart beats wildly and the eyes grow dizzy 
looking downward on the mother planet 

In autumn, and even in winter, stillness like this, dead 
brooding calm, sometimes steals over Lome for weeks to- 
gether, and all the colours deepen and brighten ; but at such 
times, as at all others, the finest effects are those of the rain- 
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cloud and the vapour, and no overpowering sense of sunlight 
comes to trouble the vision. 

Standing on the high hill behind my house, I command a 
wondrous view of the whole Firth of Lome, and not least 
noticeable in the prospect is the number of ancient ruins. 
There, to begin with, is Dunollie, a fine foreground to Morven. 
Farther north, close at the mouth of Loch Etive, Dunstaffnage 
stands on its promontory, a ruin on a larger scale, but on the 
whole less picturesque. Far across the Firth, on the southern 
promontory of Mull, looking darkly on the waters of the 
gloomy sound — 

' Where thwarting tides with mingled roar, 
Part the swart hills from Morven's shore,' 

looms Duart, the ancient stronghold of the Macleans ;* and 
farther still, scarcely distinguishable in the dim distance, 

* How a Maclean of Duart left his wife to die on the Lady's Rock is a 
story told in every guide-book, and versified in Miss BailhVs 'Family 
Legend ;' but the best story connected with the name is very obscure, and 
may be added in this note, as illustrative of old Highland customs : ' A 
Maclean of Duart, expecting to take the Laird of Coll by surprise, invaded 
his island, and made considerable progress towards his castle at Breach- 
dacha before he was discovered. On being informed of the invasion, Coll 
lost no time in gathering what of his clan he could, and marching to meet 
him. They met him about a mile from Breachdacha Castle, on the farm of 
Totrouald. Preparing for the combat, Coll discovered that in the hurry 
his banner had been forgotten, which he seemed to regret. ' Heed it not,' 
said a stout old carle, stepping in front, throwing away his bonnet, and 
showing a very bald head, on which laying his hands and addressing his 
laird, ' Heed it not ! here is a banner which will not yield one foot till 
night ; follow it.' It is needless to say they all caught the spirit of the old 
man, rushed on their foes, and, after a bloody contest, completely routed 
them. The name of the bald old soldier, which ought to be handed to 
posterity, was Donald Mugach ; and the place where the combat took 
place is marked by a spring well, since called Sru tha nam Icon? 

2 2, 
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" Ardtomish, on her frowning steep 
'Twixt earth and heaven hung,' 

overlooks the same sound. Others there are, shut out from 
view by intervening hills and headlands : indeed, wherever a 
bold promontory juts out into the water, there has been a 
castle, and more or less of the ruins remain. What light and 
meaning they lend to the prospect ! What a fine appeal they 
have to the human sentiment, quite apart from their aesthetic 
beauty, their delicious colouring ! To call them castles, is 
perhaps less correct than to describe them as private mansions of 
castellated form, with certain provisions against sudden assault. 
In each of them, of old, dwelt some petty chief with his family 
and retainers ; and at intervals, for some great end, these 
chiefs could flock together, as they did on the occasion of the 
betrothal of the Maid of Lome — 

' Brave Torquil from Dunvegan high, 
Lord of the misty hills of Skye ; 
Macneil, wild Barra's ancient thane ; 
Duart, of bold Clan-Gillian's strain ; 
Fergus, of Canna's castled bay ; 
Macduffith, Lord of Colonsay,' 

and any number of others — sea-eagles building their nests on 
the ocean headland, and flitting from bay to bay by night to 
plunder and avenge. They seem to have chosen the sites of 
their wild dwellings quite as much for convenience in embark- 
ing and for fishing purposes as for strategical reasons. Few of 
the old castles gain any strength from their situations. There 
are some, of course, not situated close to the water — such as 
Finlagan, in Isla, which was placed on an inland lake, and others 
on the islands of Loch Dochart and Loch Lomond. Stalker 
Castle stood on an island not much bigger than itself; so did 
CAJsamil None of these are protected against military attack, 
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many of them being commanded by rising ground, a few volleys 
from which would have made short work of the defenders. Most 
of them, like Duart yonder, stand on rocks accessible only on 
one side, so that they are well protected against personal assault. 
One thing was never forgotten — the dungeon for the captive foe. 

Dunollie shows to most advantage at a distance, as a part of 
the landscape. The ruins consist only of a portion of the 
keep, which is overgrown with ivy. But the view from the 
promontory is very grand, and close at hand there is the Dog- 
Stone (Clach-a y -choin\ a huge mass of conglomerate rock 
rising up from the shore, and identified as the stake to which 
the great Fenian king (Righ na Feinne) used to tie his dog 
Bran. Bran ! Fingal ! At the very names, how the whole 
prospect changes ! The ruins on each headland grow poor and 
insignificant, and in the large shadows of the older heroes the 
small chieftains disappear. The eyes turn to Morven and the 
'sounding halls of Selma,' and, for the moment, all other 
associations are forgotten.* 

From Dunollie to DunstafFnage is only a few miles' walk, and 
it is one to be undertaken by all visitors to Oban. The road 
winds through low hills of thyme and heather, past green slopes 
where sheep bleat and cattle low, skirting pleasant belts of 
woodland and occasionally fields of waving corn, and passes on 
by the side of Loch Etive to the Pass of Awe ; but leaving it 
some distance before it reaches the loch, you must strike along 
the seashore to the promontory, or isthmus, on which stands 
DunstafFnage — a large square ruin, not very picturesque when 
so approached, though commanding a magnificent view. The 
custodian, who shows visitors over the castle, is a solemn 
young Celt, a gardener, who has quite a pretty little orchard 

*^For remarks on the Ossianic poetry, see the chattel otlO>V«^^^$qk&~ 



22 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

adjoining his cottage. If you press him, he will give you the 
history of Dunstaffnage in a narrative fully as interesting, and 
nearly as reliable, as any tale of fairy-land, but distrust him, and 
turn to the guide-book, an extract from which we give below.* 
Perhaps, instead of engaging the faculties with doubtful tradition, 
it is wise to reserve the guide-book till you reach your home or 
inn, and to spend the whole time of your visit in looking at the 
surrounding prospect. Round the isles beneath the promon- 
tory, the tide boils ominously, setting in towards Connel Ferry, 
a mile distant, where Loch Etive suddenly narrows itself from 

* According to the Pictish chronicles, Kenneth Mac Alpine transferred 
the seat of government from Dunstaffnage to Forteviot in Perthshire in 843. 
As the Norwegians began to make inroads upon the western coast of Scot- 
land about this time, Dr. Jamieson thinks it highly probable that, on being 
deserted by its royal possessors, Dunstaffnage became a stronghold of the 
Norse invaders. For several centuries the place is lost sight of in the 
national annals, and only reappears during the eventful reign of Robert 
Bruce, who took possession of it after his victory over the Lord of Lome in 
the Pass of Awe. At that time it belonged to Alexander of Argyll, father 
of John, Lord of Lome. Old charters show that the castle and lands of 
Dunstaffnage were in 1436 granted to Dugald, son of Colin, Knight of 
Loch Awe, the ancestor of the family in whose possession, as ' Captains of 
Dunstaffnage,' it has remained to the present day. The existing represen- 
tative of the family is Sir Donald Campbell, Bart., of Dunstaffnage. As a 
stronghold of the clan Campbell, Dunstaffnage was maintained down to the 
rebellions in 171 5 and I745» when it was garrisoned by the royal forces. 
The old castle is said to have been dismantled by fire in 171 5. The nominal 
hereditary keeper of the castle is the Duke of Argyll. 

The castle is built in a quadrangular form, 87 feet square within the 
walls, with round towers at three of the angles. The height of the walls is 
66 feet, and their thickness 9 feet. The walls outside measure 270 feet, 
and the circumference of the rock on which the castle stands is 300 feet. 
The entrance seaward is by staircase, but it is probable that in ancient times 
it was by a drawbridge. A brass gun is preserved on the battlements, 
bearing the date of 1 700, showing that it is not a wrecked trophy of a ship 
of the Spanish Armada (1588), as is usually reported. 
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the breadth of a mile to that of two hundred yards, causing the 
waters to rush in or out, at flood or ebb, with the velocity of a 
torrent shooting to the fall. If the wind is down, you can hear 
a deep sound, just as Sir Walter describes it — 

' The raging 
Of Connel, with his rocks engaging ;' 

for the narrow passage is blocked by a ledge of rock, ' awash ' 
at half tide, causing a tremendous overfall, the roaring surge of 
which is audible for miles. Seen from here, Cruachan seems 
to have quite altered his position — surrounded by the great 
' Shepherds/ he casts his gigantic shadow over the head of Loch 
Etive, and seems in close proximity to the Glencoe range. 
Turning westward, you look right across the great waters of 
Loch Linnhe, and see the long green island of Lismore, or the 
Great Garden, stretching snake-like at the feet of the mountains 
of Morven ; and, following the chain of these mountains north- 
ward, where they begin to grow dim in height and distance, 
tracing the mighty outlines of Kingairloch and Ardgower, you 
may catch a glimpse, dim to very dreaminess, a vague momen- 
tary glimpse which leaves you doubtful if you look on hill or 
cloud, of the monarch of Scottish mountains — Ben Nevis. 



CHAPTER II. 

PICTURES INLAND. 



This is a marvellous land, a scene of beauty ever changing, and 
giving fcesh cause for joy and wonder. Every year deepens 
the charm. One never tires of Cruachan and the ' Shepherds/ 
or of Dunollie and Morven, or of the fax-oft ^yck^&s A ^vfc 
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sea. There are no two days alike. Last. year it seemed that 
every possible effect of sun and shadow had presented itself ; 
and now not a week passes without producing some scenic 
loveliness which comes like a revelation. But the* charm is 
moral as well as aesthetic. The landscape would be nothing 
without its human faces. Humanity does not obtrude itself in 
this solitude, but it is none the less present, consecrating the 
whole scene with its mysterious and spiritual associations. 

As the year passes there is always something new to attract one 
who loves Nature. When the winds of March have blown them- 
selves faint and the April heaven has ceased weeping, there comes 
a rich sunny day, and all at once the cuckoo is heard telling his 
name to all the hills. Never was such a place for cuckoos in the 
world. The cry comes from every tuft of wood, from every 
hillside, from every projecting crag. The bird himself, so far 
from courting retirement, flutters across your path at every step, 
attended invariably by half a dozen excited small birds ; alighting 
a few yards off, crouches down for a moment between his slate- 
coloured wings ; and finally, rising again, crosses your path — 

' O blithe new-comer, I have heard, 
I hear thee, and rejoice !' 

Then, as if at a given signal, the trout leaps a foot into the air 
from the glassy loch, the buds of the water-lily float to the sur- 
face, the lambs bleat from the green and heathery slopes ; the 
rooks caw from the distant rookery ; the cock grouse screams from 
the distant hill-top ; and the blackthorn begins to blossom over 
the nut-brown pools of the burn. Pleasant days follow, days of 
high white clouds and fresh winds whose wings are full of warm 
dew. Wherever you wander over the hills, you see the lambs 
leaping, and again and again it is your lot to rescue a poor little 
one from the deep pool, or steep ditch, which he has vainly 
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sought to leap in following his mother. If you are a sportsman, 
you rejoice, for there is not a hawk to be seen anywhere, and 
the weasel and foumart have not yet begun to promenade the 
mountains. About this time more rain falls, preliminary to a 
burst of fine summer weather, and innumerable glow-worms 
light their lamps in the marshes. At last, the golden days 
come, and all things are busy with their young. Frequently, in 
the midsummer, there is drought for weeks together. Day 
after day the sky is cloudless and blue ; the mountain lake 
sinks lower and lower, till it seems about to dry up entirely ; 
the mountain brooks dwindle to mere silver threads for the 
water-ousel to fly by, and the young game often die for lack of 
water ; while afar off, with every red vein distinct in the burning 
light, without a drop of vapour to moisten his scorching crags, 
stands Ben Cruachan. By this time the hills are assuming 
their glory : the mysterious bracken has shot up all in a night, 
to cover them with a green carpet between the knolls of heather ; 
the lichen is pencilling the crags with most delicate silver, 
purple, and gold ; and in all the valleys there are stretches ot 
light yellow corn and deep green patches of foliage. The corn- 
crake has come, and his cry fills the valleys. Walking on the 
edge of the corn-field, you put up the partridges — fourteen 
cheepers the size or a thrush, and the old pair to lead them. 
From the edge of the peat-bog the old cock grouse rises, and if 
you are sharp you may see the young following the old hen 
through the deep heather close by. The snipe drums in the 
marsh. The hawk, having brought out his young among the 
crags of Kerrera, is hovering still as stone over the edge of the 
hill. Then perchance, just at the end of July, there is a gale 
from the south, blowing for two days black as Erebus with 
cloud and rain ; then going up into the noxtYi-msfc ^i^w^ 
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for one day with little or no rain ; and dying away at last with 
a cold puff from the north. All at once, as it were, the sharp 
sound of firing is echoed from hill to hill ; and on every moun- 
tain you see the sportsman climbing, with his dog ranging above 
and before him, the keeper following, and the gillie lagging far 
behind. It is the twelfth of August. Thenceforth, for two 
months at least, there are broiling days, interspersed with storms 
and showers, and the firing continues more or less from dawn 
to sunset. 

Day after day, as the autumn advances, the tint of the hills 
is getting deeper and richer ; and by October, when the beech 
leaf yellows and the oak leaf reddens, the dim purples and deep 
greens of the heather are perfect Of all seasons in Lome the 
late autumn is perhaps the most beautiful. The sea has a 
deeper hue, the sky a mellower light There are long days of 
northerly wind, when every crag looks perfect, wrought in gray 
and gold and silvered with moss, when the high clouds turn 
luminous at the edges, when a thin film of hoar-frost gleams 
over the grass and heather, when the light burns rosy and faint 
over all the hills, from Morven to Cruachan, for hours before 
the sun goes down. Out of the ditch at the roadside flaps the 
mallard, as you pass in the gloaming, and, standing by the side 
of the small mountain loch, you see the flock of teal rise, wheel 
thrice, and settle. The hills are desolate, for the sheep are 
being smeared. There is a feeling of frost in the air, and Ben 
Cruachan has a crown of snow. 

When dead of winter comes, how wondrous look the hills in 
their white robes ! The round red ball of the sun looks through 
the frosty steam. The far-off Firth gleams strange and ghostly, 
with a sense of mysterious distance. The mountain loch is a 
sheet of blue, on which you may disport in perfect solitude from 
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morn to night, with the hills white on all sides, save where the 
broken snow shows the red-rusted leaves of the withered bracken. 
A deathly stillness and a death-like beauty reign everywhere, 
and few living things are discernible, save the hare plunging 
heavily out of her form in the snow, or the rabbit scuttling off 
in a snowy spray, or the small birds piping disconsolate on the 
trees and dykes. Then Peter, the tame rook, brings three or 
four of his wild relations to the back-door of the White House, 
and they stand aloof with their heads cocked on one side, 
while he explains their position, and suggests that they, being 
hard-working rooks who never stooped to beg when a living 
could be got in the fields, well deserve to be assisted. Then 
comes the thaw. As the sun rises, the sunny sides of the hills 
are seen marked with great black stains and winding veins, and 
there is a sound in the air as of many waters. The mountain 
brook leaps, swollen, over the still clinging ice, the loch rises a 
foot above its still frozen crust, and a damp steam rises into the 
air. The wind goes round into the west, great vapours blow 
over from the Atlantic, and there are violent storms. 

Such is a mere glimpse of the seasons, as they pass in this 
pastoral land of Lome ; but what pen or pencil could do justice 
to their ever-changing wonders ? Wherever one wanders, on 
hill or in valley, there is something to fascinate and delight 
Those moorland lochs, for example ! Those deep pure pools 
of dew distilled from the very heart of the mountains — changing 
as the season changes — lying blue as steel in the bright clear 
light, or turning to rich mellow brown in the times of flood. 
On all of them the water-lily blows, creeping up magically from 
the under-world, and covering the whole surface with white, 
green, and gold — its broad and well-oiled leaves floating dry in 
delicious softness in the summer sun, and its tq5Ml-\*\\\\& o\^ 
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opening wider and wider, while the dragon-fly settles and sucks 
honey from their golden hearts. How exquisitely the hills are 
mirrored, the images only a shade darker than the heights 
above ! Perhaps there is a faint breeze blowing, leaving here 
and there large flakes of glassy calm, which it refuses to touch 
for some mysterious reason, and the edges of which — just where 
wind and calm meet — gleam the colour of golden fringe. Often 
in midsummer, however, the loch almost dries up in its bed ; 
and innumerable flies — veritable gad-flies with stings — make 
the brink of the water unpleasant, and chase one over the hills. 
In such weather there is nothing for it but to make off to the 
fir-woods, and there to dream away the summer's day, with the 
bell-shaped flowers around you in one gleaming sheet — 

' Blue as a little patch of fallen sky,' 

and the primroses fringing the tree-roots with pallid beauty that 
whitens in the shadow. The wood is delicious ; not too dark 
and cold, but fresh and scented, with open spaces of green 
sward and level sunshine. The fir predominates, dark and 
enduring in its loveliness ; but there are dwarf oaks, too, with 
twisted limbs and thick branches, and the mountain ash is there 
with its innumerable beads of crimson coral, and the fluttering 
aspen, and the birch, whose stem is pencilled with threads of 
frosty silver, and the thorns snowed over with delicate 
blossoms. 

But, of course, the great glory of Lome is the open moor, 
where the heather blows from one end of the year to the other. 
There is something sea-like in the moor, with its long free 
stretch for miles and miles, its great rolling hills, its lovely soli- 
tude, broken only by the cry of sheep and the scream of birds. 
Lakes and water-lilies are to be found far south. There are 
richer woods in Kent than any in the Highlands. But the 
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moors of the western coast of Scotland stand alone, and the 
moors of Lome are finest of alL Nowhere in the world, per- 
haps, does nature present a scene of greater beauty than that 
you may behold, with the smell of thyme about your feet, and 
the mountain bee humming in your ears, from any of the sea- 
commanding heights of Lome. Turn which way you will, the 
glorious moors stretch before you ; wave after wave of purple 
heather, broken only by the white farm with its golden fields, 
and the mountain loch high up among the hills; while the 
arms of the sea steal winding, now visible, now invisible, on 
every side, and the far-off Firth, with its gleaming sail, stretches 
from the white lighthouse of Lismore far south to Isla and its 
purple caves. Then the clouds ! White and high, they drift 
overhead, 

' Slow traversing the blue ethereal field,' 

and you can watch their shadows moving on the moor for miles 
and miles, just as if it were the sea ! Nor is the scene barren 
of such little touches as make English landscape sweet. There 
are bees humming everywhere, and skylarks singing, and the 
blackbird whistling wherever there is a bush, and the swift wren 
darting in and out of the stone dykes, like a swift-winged 
insect There are flowers too — little unobtrusive things, flowers 
of the heath — primroses, tormentil, bog-asphodel, and many 
others. But nothing is purchased at the expense of freedom. 
All is fresh and free as the sea. After familiarity with the moor 
you turn from the macadamized road with disgust, and will not 
even visit the woods till the fear of a sunstroke compels you. 
Did I compare the moor to the sea ? Yes ; but you yourself 
are like an inhabitant thereof ; not a mere sailor on the surface, 
but a real haunter of the deep. What hours of indolence in 
the dpep heather, so long as the golden weather lasts ! 
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The white farm-house in the centre of its yellow glebe does 
not altogether suit the great free landscape, but from a distance 
it serves as a foil to bring out the rocks and heather. Sweeter 
far is the crofter's little hut, so like the moor itself that you 
only recognise it by the blue wreath of peat-smoke issuing from 
its rude chimney. It is built of rough stones and clods, 
thatched with straw and heather, and paven with clay. Over 
its outer walls crawls a. gorgeous trellis-work of moss and lichen, 
richer than all the carpets of Persia ; and its roof is purple, 
green, and gold, such as no king ever saw in the tapestry of his 
chamber. This may seem a wild description of what tourists 
would regard as a wretched hut, fit only for a pig to live in ; 
but find a painter with a soul for colour, and ask him. Why, 
the very dirty children who stand at the door, shading their sun- 
burnt faces to look at the passer-by, have tints in their naked 
skins and on their ragged kilts such • as would fill a Titian's 
heart with joy. Step into the hut for a light to your pipe, and 
look around you. The place is full of delicious peat-smoke, 
which at first blinds you, and then, as your eyes accustom 
themselves to it, clears away, to show you the old grandfather 
bending over the flame, the wife stirring the great black pot, 
and the cocks and hens perched all around on the beams and 
rafters. He who fears foul smells need not be afraid to 
venture here. Peat-smoke is the great purifier. It makes all 
smell sweet, and warms every cranny of the poor place with its 
genial breath. 

The pieces of arable land are few compared to the long 
stretches of moorland. The large farms have many acres of 
growing grain, and most of the little crofts have a tiny patch 
attached to them, from which they manage to grow a little corn 
and a. few turnips and potatoes. 
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But wherever you wander over the moors, you will see piteous 
little glimpses of former cultivation — the furrow-marks which 
have existed for generations. Wherever there is a bit of likely 
ground on the hillside, be sure that it has been ploughed, or 
rather dug with the spade. Standing on any one of the great 
heights, you see on every side of you the green slopes marked 
with the old ridges ; and you remember that Lome in former 
days was a thickly populated district. We have heard it stated, 
and even by so high an authority as the Duke of Argyll, that 
these marks do not necessarily indicate a higher degree of 
prosperity than exists in the same district at present We are 
not so sure of that Nor may the husbandry have been so 
rude : since the spade must have gone deep to leave its traces 
so long ; and busy hands can do much even to supply the want 
of irrigation. Attached to some of the existing crofts, which 
work entirely by hand-labour and till the most unlikely ground, 
we have seen some of the best bits of crop in the district Be 
that as it may, the fact remains that once upon a time these 
hills of heather swarmed with crofts, and were covered with 
little fields of grain. 

Remote, too, among the hills, in the most lonely situations, 
distant by long stretches of bog and moorland from any habita- 
tion, you will find here and there, if you wander so far, a Ruin 
in the midst of green slopes and heathery bournes. This is 
the ruin of the old Shieling, which in former days so resounded 
with mirth and song. 

' O sad is the shieling, 
Gone are its joys !' 

as Robb Dunn sings in the Gaelic Hither, ere sheep farming 
was invented, came the household of the peasant in the summer- 
time, with sheep and cattle ; and here, while the Tcietv TCtosrc&& 
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to look after matters at home, the women and young people 
abode for weeks, tending the young lambs and kids, watching 
the milch-cow, and making butter and cheese that were rich 
with the succulent juices of the surrounding herbage. Then 
the milk-pan foamed, the distaff went, the children leaped for 
joy with the lambs ; and in the evening the girls tried charms, 
and learned love-songs, and listened to the tales of their elders, 
with dreamy eyes. Better still, there was real love-making to 
be had ; for some of the men remained, generally unmarried 
ones, and others came and went ; and somehow, in those long 
summer nights, it was pleasant to sit out in the flood of moon- 
light, and whisper, and perhaps kiss, while the lambs bleated 
from the pens, and the silent hills slept shadowy in the mystic 
light. No wonder that Gaelic literature abounds in ' shieling 
songs,' and that most of these are ditties of love ! The shieling 
was rudely built, as a mere temporary residence, but it was snug 
enough when the peat-bog was handy. In the wilds of the 
Long Island it is still used in the old manner, and I have 
many a time crept into it for shelter when shooting wild- 
fowl The Norwegian saeter is precisely the same as the 
Scottish shieling, and still, as every traveller knows, flourishes 
in all its glory. 

I am no melancholy mourner of the past, rather a sanguine 
believer in progress and the future ; but alas ! whenever I look 
on the lonely ruins among the hills, I feel inclined to sing a 
Dirge. The * Big Bed in the Wilderness, 7 as the Gaelic bard 
named the saeter and pasture, is empty now, empty and silent, 
and the children that shouted in it are buried in all quarters of 
the earth : ay — and many had reason to curse the cruelty of 
man ere they died, for they were driven forth across the waters 
from all that they loved. Some lived on, to see the change 
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darker and darker, and then were carried on handy-spokes, in 
the old Scottish fashion, to the grave. Many a long summer 
day could I spend in meditation over the places where they 
sleep. 

Highland churchyards are invariably beautiful and pathetic, 
but there are two in Lome of perfect and supreme loveliness. 

Adjoining the ancient stronghold of DunstafTnage, which I 
have described in a former chapter, there is a fir-plantation 
fringing the promontory and overlooking the boiling tides at 
the mouth of Loch Etive ; and in the heart of the plantation 
are the ruins of an old chapel, the four roofless walls of which 
still stand* The ivy clings round the mouldering walls, and 
the square space is filled with tombs and graves, long grass and 
weeds. Many dead lie there, dead that are now literally dust, 
and dead that only fell to sleep during the last generation. The 
old flat tombs, with their quaint-carved figures and worn-out 
inscriptions, were originally used to mark the graves of ancient 
chiefs and their families ; but now they do duty as the grave- 
stones of fishermen and herdsmen. Whole families of poor 
folk, who lived and died with the wash of the sea in their ears, 
rest together here with the sea-spray on their graves. At all 
seasons, even on the hottest summer day, there is a chill exhala- 
tion here, a feeling as of the touch of damp marble. The trees 
around snare the golden light, and twine it in and out of their 
dark branches till it is turned to faint silver threads. Flowers 
grow at the tree-roots, even in the grassy interstices between 
the graves : and fresh flowers are thrown regularly on the large 

* The original building, measuring only 24 yards by 8, is deformed by 
a modern addition at the east end, obscuring the altar window, which 
appears to have been very graceful, being in the early English style, with 
banded shafts and the dog-tooth ornament. Under the window a triple 
tablet extends round the chapel. 
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marble tomb closed in at the eastern side of the ruin, the last 
meeting-place of the Campbells of Dunstaffnage. 

Still more lovely is Inishail. It is a little island in the 
centre of Loch Awe — the great fresh water lake stretching for 
miles at the base of Ben Cruachan. At one extremity there 
is the ruins of a convent of Cistercian nuns ; at the other, the 
old burial-place whither the dead are brought over water to 
this day. Low and silent, the isle floats upon the mighty loch, 
with its little load of dead. Once in a year, in the summer- 
time, the sky falls, and lies in one sheet of delicious blue-bells 
over the island, so that it looks a blest place indeed : one soft 
azure stain on the loch, in the long dreamy days when the 
water is a glassy mirror ; and the adjoining Black Isles cast 
their wooded reflections deep, deep down, into the crystal gulf 
on which they swim. In the old days the dead-boat would 
move slowly hither, to the melancholy music of the bagpipes, 
echoing faint and far over the water; and still, at long intervals, 
it comes, but without the old weird music. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE HEART OF LORNE. 

Standing on the island of Inishail, you see outstretched before 
you one of the loveliest scenes in the world — the whole glorious 
expanse of Loch Awe, with its wooded and castled isles, the 
dark mouth of the Pass of Awe, and the towering heights of 
Ben Cruachan. This, indeed, may well be named the Heart 
of Lome ; for out of the mighty sheet of water innumerable 
brooks and rivulets stretch like veins to nourish all the land. 
The great mountain towers above, 'varying momently his 
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crest,' and surveying the outstretched map of the Hebrides 
as far north as Canna, and as far south as the headland of 
Cantyre. 

The ancient legend of Loch Awe is preserved in the beauti- 
ful tale of Bera. In* the old dark days, far, far back in time, 
when there were great heroes on the earth, and great sages to 
guide their arms, Cruachan stood yonder, as he stands now — 

' Struggling with the darkness all day long, 
And visited all night by troops of stars ;' 

and his scarce accessible heights were covered with great deer. 
All went well till there arose on Cruachan a fatal Well, fulfill- 
ing certain melancholy prophecy. Bera the beautiful, daughter 
of Grinan the last of the Sages of old, was charged to keep 
watch, and daily, as the last rays of the sun sank behind the 
mountain, to cover the mouth of the Well with a mystic stone, 
marked with the strange runes of the Sages. But Bera was a 
great huntress, and one day, after wandering far in pursuit of 
a mighty herd of deer, she returned to her seat so tired out 
that she fell to sleep beside the Well. The sun sank, but Bera 
slept on, and the fatal Well remained uncovered. At last, a 
thunderclap awoke her, and, springing up, she saw the raging 
of a fearful storm ; and, behold ! the fertile valley beneath her 
feet was flooded with a great water, stretching far out of sight in 
all directions, lashed to fury by the wild wind, and illumed by 
the lightning. The fatal deed once done, there was no remedy, 
and Loch Awe remains to this day, mystically fed and feeding, 
the veritable Heart of Lome. 

The coach from Inveraray to Oban dashes along the shores 
of the lake, waters at Dalmally, and so on through the Pass of 
Awe ; and the drive is a glorious one ; but he who would see 
Loch Awe indeed must live on its banks fox mefe, \*aX.Os\ \\. 

3_ 2 
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under all aspects of wind and cloud, and navigate its endless 
creeks and bays in an open boat Few tourists do linger, save 
of course anglers, who come in spring after the ordinary loch- 
trout, and in autumn after the salmo ferox ; but the great lake 
is full of interest for everybody, with its gorgeous and unap- 
proachable effects for the painter, its wild old stories for the 
poet, its. castles and graveyards for the antiquarian, and its 
general air of fascination for the idler and lover of beauty. 

During the summer drought, Loch Awe is the hottest place 
in Lome. The lake sinks in its bed, day after day, till number- 
less hidden rocks begin to jut through the blistering water : no 
stream breaks the dead silence with its joyous voice, for every 
stream is dry ; and Ben Cruachan is a sheet of red-fire, sharply 
defined at the edges against a sky insufferably blue. At such 
times a fresh breeze often blows on the sea-board a few miles 
away, but without creeping inland to the great lake, over and 
around which buzz innumerable flies of a venomous species, 
hovering in thousands round the cattle and driving the bare- 
legged herd-boy nearly mad. On the sides of Cruachan the 
adders swarm, though they are never found elsewhere in Lome. 
But the scene is one of intoxicating beauty, calling up dreams 
of far-off Syria and its great lakes closed in by similar hills of 
stone, that scorch in the sunlight For days together Loch 
Awe is a mirror without one speck or flaw, reflecting in its deep 
bosom the great clear mountains, the wooded islets, the gray 
castles mouldering on their promontories : every shape and 
tint of the glorious scene, amid which, you wander quietly, or 
rather, being wise, lie quiescent, just sheltered by the green 
bough of a tree, hovering 

' Between the dome above and the dome under, 
The hills above thee and their ghosts beneath thee !' 
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till life becomes so flooded with drowsy light that conscious- 
ness fades into a mere vacant dream, and all you behold 
appears beautifully unreal. Delicious it is in such weather to 
drift from place to place in a boat, slowly pulled by some 
swarthy Highlandman, on whose bare head the scorching 
beams fall harmless, and who, if he knows you well, may now 
and then break silence with some old tale or snatch of song. 
Just then the legend of Fraoch Eilan will be most accept- 
able, for you will have no difficulty in believing that Loch Awe 
is a veritable garden of the Hesperides ; and the boatman 
will tell you, as he rows round the little island of Fraoch, how 
there was once on that island an enchanted garden, watched 
by a dragon ; how the fair Mego longed for the fruit that grew 
there; how Fraoch, her lover, vainly endeavouring to gratify 
the longing of his beloved one, swam the lake and fought the 
dragon ; and how, alas ! when both Fraoch and the monster 
fell dead in fight, fair Mego died of unutterable grief. It is a 
story for the bright days, when the dog-star foams, and up above 
you the very hills seem to move in great glorified throbs. In 
your drowsy, semi-conscious state, you fully believe it, and see 
before you the golden apples dangling, and the golden dragon 
glaring — all a glitter of gold ; and you dip your kerchief in 
the water and bind it round your brows, and dangle your arm 
up to the shoulder in the cool water, as the boat glides on, 
suspended above a fathomless abyss of gold and blue. 

But if Loch Awe can be hot and still, it can also be cold 
and wild. In windy weather its enormous expanse is as furious 
as a great arm of the sea, and the squalls plough the water into 
furrows of snow-white foam. On a dark day it is the blackest 
of all lochs — a very Acheron. But in any and every weather 
it preserves some kind of beauty, and has evei-\^vft%^sas> 
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tions for the lover of Nature ; for every man, indeed, who is 
moved at all by the great forces of the world. 

Perhaps the finest point of vantage in the whole loch is 
Kilchurn Castle ; and Kilchurn, though beautiful exceedingly 
in dead-still summer weather, appears to most advantage when 
the wind is high and the waters wild. The ruin stands at the 
upper end of the lake, on a rock which was originally an island, 
but is now a sort of peninsula, connected by a flat alluvial 
meadow with the higher shore; and though its stones have 
been outrageously plundered to supply materials for a church 
and an inn at Dalmally, though every scrap of wood it ever 
contained has been pilfered and burnt, enough of the old 
place [still remains to spiritualize the whole landscape: a few 
crumbling walls being enough for the purpose in all such cases. 
Built originally at the time of the Crusades, in 1440, and 
occupied by a British garrison as late as 1745, Kilchurn still 
abides, and will abide for many a year to come, if not alto- 
gether demolished by the hand of man. Time has dealt gently 
with it, merely pencilling the walls with soft lichens and golden 
moss ; and so far as time is concerned, it may be a ghost in 
the moonlight for a thousand years to come. 

Of course, Kilchurn is beautiful in moonlight — all old 
castles are, especially when they stand close upon the water ; 
LUt the effects of moonlight, although doubtless far more 
defined than is generally supposed by people who do not study 
nature for themselves, belong more to the imagination than the 
eye ; if, indeed, we are not continually moved by moonlight 
for peculiar physiological reasons, just as lunatics are moved, 
though in less measure. Fault has been found by Mr. Philip 
Hamerton with poets in general, and Sir Walter Scott in parti- 
cular, because they seem to think that the moon ' does not 
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respect local colour, but translates everything into black and 
white ; ,# and the same writer describes very amusingly how he, 
after reading Scott's lines about Melrose, and getting into the 
ruins furtively, his head full of melodious rhyme, discovered 
that the * ruins gray ' were red ; and was afterwards informed 
1 that the Minstrel was so little in earnest on the subject as 
never to have taken the trouble to drive over from Abbotsford 
and see Melrose for himself, as he had so warmly recom- 
mended everybody else to see it' Still, Scott was right, and 
Hamerton is wrong, in spite of the false epithet 'gray;' for 
what Scott meant to imply was simply that moonlight supplied 
a certain imaginative mystery: a weird, silvern glamour, in 
which all old ruins become most impressive. For the same 
reason, 

' He who would see Kilchurn aright, 
Must visit it by pale moonlight ;' 

not on account of the effects of colour, though many of these, 
as Mr. Hamerton has finely shown, are most delicately defined 
and beautiful, but simply because moonlight is in esse a. more 
emotional light than sunlight 

But on some dark day, when Cruachan is black with shadow 
and the rain-cloud driving past, when the loch is broken into 

* See some remarks on this subject in Mr. Hamerton's 'Painter's 
Camp,' an admirable book, in which the attempts to describe natural effects, 
from a painter's point of view, are almost painfully honest and faithful : 
painfully so, because betraying the dissatisfaction of an aesthetic mind almost 
convulsed by the tremendous truths of Nature, driven again and again to 
the despairing fear that absolute faithfulness to Nature is impossible, and 
trying, amidst its despair, to be rational at all hazards, rather than senti- 
mental over the inadequacy of human effort. The result is a style 
curiously blending profound artistic feeling with enormous self-conscious- 
ness, and betraying an alarming leaven of technicality, even in the sphere 
of ideas. 
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great waves with crestlike heads and hollows as black as ink, 
and when the wild lines of the rain shoot down in light over 
the old ruin, Kilchurn becomes a spirit ; indeed, the almost 
human centre of the scene. Look which way you will, it is 
the cynosure. Wild mists cloud the gorges of the Pass of Awe, 
the wind moans in the blackness of Cruachan ; and Kilchurn, 
with the waves lashing at its feet, stares through the air like a 
human face, strangely relieved against the dazzling greenness 
of the meadow which links it to the land. What, indeed, are 
all the effects of moonlight to that desolate look of loneliness 
and woe, mingled with secret strength to resist the elemental 
strife ? 

' But a mere footstool to yon sovereign lord, 
Huge Cruachan (a thing that meaner hills 
Might crush, nor know that it had suffered harm) ; 
Yet he, not loth, in favour of thy claim 
To reverence, suspends his own ; submitting 
All that the God of Nature hath conferred, 
All that he holds in common with the stars, 
To the memorial majesty of Time 
Impersonated in thy calm decay !'* 

Truly does the old ruin remain paramount, while mountains, 
torrents, lakes, and woods unite to pay it homage. It is the 
most' perfect foreground possible for a mountain picture, form- 

* ' From the top of the hill,' writes Miss Wordsworth, in her Journal, 
kept during the tour of 1803, 'a most impressive scene opened upon our 
view, a ruined castle on an island (for an island the flood has made it) at 
some distance from the shore, backed by a cove of the mountain Cruachan, 
down which came a foaming stream. The castle occupied every foot of 
the island that was visible to us, appearing to rise out of the water. Mists 
rested upon the mountain-side, with spots of sunshine ; there was a wild 
desolation in the low grounds, a solemn grandeur in the mountains, and the 
castle was wild yet stately — not dismantled of turrets, nor the walls broken 
down, though obviously a ruin.' 
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ing not only a poetic centre of human interest, but a fine scale 
wherewith to measure the mighty proportions of the hills and 
the wild expanse of troubled water. 

The distance from Inveraray to the banks of Loch Awe is 
about sixteen miles, the first fourteen of which are chiefly plea- 
sant because every one of them removes you a little farther 
from Inveraray, that most depressing of fish-smelling Highland 
towns ; but about two miles from that lake there is a wretched 
hut, the owner of which sells — or used to sell until very 
recently — a very good ' dram ' to the pedestrian, inspired with 
which fine spirit he is ready to look with treble rapture on the 
magnificent view from the top of the hill above Cladich. Ben 
Cruachan towers to the heavens in all his gigantic beauty, with 
dark heather-clad flanks and red-tinted crags, and at his feet 
the great lake stretches broad and deep : studded with grassy 
and woody islets, which are green as emerald in summer-time, 
and in the winter season dark-red with the withered bracken 
and fern. In the time of snow this scene becomes strange 
and impressive in the extreme. The spectator from the hill 
has a feeling of being suspended up in the air, and the sense 
of height and distance conveyed by the great white mountain 
is almost painful. From the far-off cone of Cruachan a white 
smoke of drift-snow rises with the wind and blows away against 
the pale green of the cloudless sky. The dark-wooded flanks 
of the mountain contrast with the white snows and dim azure 
shadows of the bare crags and precipices. If the lake is a 
dead calm, as is usually the case at such times, the effect is 
still more mysterious, as every feature of the spectral scene is 
repeated in a fathomless gulf of crystal clearness. 

At the foot of the hill is the little inn of Cladich, a cosy 
nest for anglers and all such peace-\ovm% m^xv •, *xA £&r& \k> 
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the inn there is a burn, shaded with trees and ferns, and 
fringed in spring-time with primroses and blue-bells. O ! the 
pools of Cladich ! the nut-brown pools, clear as amber, fed by 
little falls foaming as white as snow, and full of tiny trout that 
dart hither and thither, with dark shadows on the bottom of 
polished rock ! Many a bath have I taken there of yore, 
lying for hours like a very fresh-water Triton ; and the friend 
of our boyhood in the next ' bath,' limbed like a young fawn, 
and little thinking of the terrible City by whose breath he 
died To me, as I write, Cladich seemed the sweetest spot in 
the world, and I could linger on, describing its loveliness, page 
after page, calling up memories of long summer days on the 
lake, dreamy musings on the wooded Black Isles, and walks by 
moonlight among the woods and falls behind the little inn — an 
inn with linen milky white, and the scent of heather in every 
room, and sometimes a plate of pansies in fresh water on the 
table. But to brood over these happy times would be to 
weary the reader. Away from Cladich ! Away by the road 
that winds northward along the shores of the lake, and, after 
affording a magnificent view of Kilchurn, reaches the village 
of Dalmally, a pleasant little place, with a good inn, a church, 
a picturesque bridge, and, best of all, a solid stone monument 
to Duncan Ban. 

What Burns is to the Lowlands of Scotland, Duncan Ban 
is to the Highlands ; and more : for Duncan never made a 
poem, long or short, which was not set to a tune, and he first 
sang them himself as he wandered like a veritable bard of old. 
Duncan Maclntyre, better known as Donacha Ban, or Fair- 
haired Duncan,' was born here in Glenorchay in 1724, and he 
died at Edinburgh in 18 12, in the golden days of the Edin- 
burgh Review. His had been a long life, if not an eventful 
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one. For about forty-five years he dwelt among these hills, 
haunting ' Coire Cheathaich ' at all hours, and composing his 
mountain music ; and sometimes travelling about the country 
to collect subscriptions to his poems, dressed in the Highland 
garb, with a checked bonnet, over which hung a large bushy 
tail of a wild animal ; a badger's skin, fastened by a belt, in 
front ; a hanger by his side, and a soldier's wallet strapped to 
his shoulders. During these expeditions he was recognised 
wherever he went by his peculiar appearance On one occa- 
sion, a forward young man asked him if it was he that ' made 
Ben Dourain ?' i No,' replied the old man, ' Ben Dourain was 
made before you or I was born ; but I made a poem in praise 
of Ben Dourain.' ' He spoke slowly,' writes the recorder of 
the circumstance, 'and seemed to have no high opinion of 
his own poems, and said little of Gaelic poetry ; but said that 
officers in the army told him about the Greek poets, and Pindar 
was chiefly admired by him.'* 

When Duncan Bkn was forty-four years of age, he dictated 
his poems to a clergyman, who wrote them down for publica- 
tion. For years they had been floating in the poet's mind to 
music of their own, and many had been carried from mouth to 
mouth across the Hebrides. They are simple in form as the 
hills, as sweet and gentle in sound as the mountain brooks, 
and many are most lengthy and elaborate, just like Highland 
tales, not because the subject is great in itself, but because the 
singer is so in love with it that he could sing about it for ever. 
' Coire Cheathaich, or the Misty Corri,' is the masterpiece, being 
the description of the great corri in Glenorchay, where Duncan 
loved to roam. Here it is in English. Not a word is lost, 
but any Highlandman will tell you that no English could 

* Mackenzie's ' Beauties of Gaelic T?oe\r^ 
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convey the unutterable tenderness and rich music of the 
original : 

COIRE CHEATHAICH ; OR, THE GLEN OF THE MIST. 

My beauteous corri ! where cattle wander — 

My misty corri ! my darling dell ! 
Mighty, verdant, and cover'd over 

"With wild flowers tender of the sweetest smell ; 
Dark is the green of thy grassy clothing, 

Soft swell thy hillocks most green and deep, 
The cannach blowing, the darnel growing, 

While the deer troop past to the misty steep. 

Fine for wear is thy beauteous mantle, 

Strongly woven, and ever-new, 
With rough grass o'er it, and, brightly gleaming, 

The grass all spangled with diamond dew : 
It's round my corri, my lovely corri, 

Where rushes thicken and long reeds blow : 
Fine were the harvest to any reaper 

Who through the marsh and the bog could go. 

Ah, that's fine clothing ! — a great robe stretching, 

A grassy carpet most smooth and green, 
Painted and fed by the rain from heaven 

In hues the bravest that man has seen — 
'Twixt here and Paris, I do not fancy 

A finer raiment can ever be — 
May it grow for ever ! — and, late and early, 

May I be here on the knolls to see ! 

Around Ruadh Awridh what ringlets cluster ! 

Fair, long, and crested, and closely twined, 
This way and that they are lightly waving, 

At every breath of the mountain wind. 
The twisted hemlock, the slanted rye-grass, 

The juicy moor-grass, can all be found, 
And the close-set groundsel is greenly growing 

By the wood where heroes are sleeping sound. 
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In yonder ruin once dwell Mac Bhaidi, 

Tis now a desert where winds are shrill ; 
Yet the well-shaped brown ox is feeding by it 

Among the stones that bestrew the hill. 
How fine to see, both in light and gloaming, 

The smooth Clach Fionn so still and deep, 
And the houseless cattle and calves most peaceful 

Group'd on the brow of the lonely steep. 

In every nook of the mountain pathway 

The garlic-flower may be thickly found — 
And out on the sunny slopes around it 

Hang berries juicy and red and round — 
The penny-royal and dandelion, 

The downy cannach together lie — 
Thickly they grow from the base of the mountain 

To the topmost crag of his crest so high. 

And not a crag but is clad most richly, 

For rich and silvern the soft moss clings, 
Fine is the moss, most clean and stainless, 

Hiding the look of unlovely things ; 
Down in the hollows beneath the summit 

Where the verdure is growing most rich and deep, 
The little daisies are looking upwards, 

And the yellow primroses often peep. 

Round every well and every fountain 

An eyebrow dark of the cress doth cling, 
And the sorrel sour gathers in clusters 

Around the stones whence the waters spring ; 
With a splash and a plunge and a mountain murmur 

The gurgling waters from earth upleap, 
And pause and hasten, and whirl in circles, 

And rush and loiter, and whirl and creep ! 

Out of the ocean comes the salmon, 

Steering with crooked nose he hies, 
Hither he darts where the waves are boiling — 

Out he springs at the glistening flies ! 
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How he leaps in the whirling eddies ! 

With back blue-black, and fins that shine, 
Spangled with silver, and speckled over, 

With white tail tipping his frame so fine ! 

Gladsome and grand is the misty corri, 

And there the hunter hath noble cheer ; 
The powder blazes, the black lead rattles 

Into the heart of the dun-brown deer ; 
And there the hunter's hound so bloody 

Around the hunter doth leap and play, 
And madly rushing, most fierce and fearless, 

Springs at the throat of the stricken prey. 

O 'twas gladsome to go a-hunting 

Out in the dew of the sunny morn ! 
For the great red stag was never wanting, 

Nor the fawn, nor the doe with never a horn. 
And when rain fell and the night was coming, 

From the open heath we could swiftly fly, 
And, finding the shelter of some deep grotto, 

Couch at ease till the night went by. 

And sweet it was when the white sun glimmered, 

Listening under the crag to stand — 
And hear the moorhen so hoarsely croaking, 

And the red cock murmuring close at hand ; 
While the little wren blew his tiny trumpet, 

And threw his steam off blithe and strong, 
While the speckled thrush and the redbreast gaily 

Lilted together a pleasant song ! 

Not a singer but join'd the chorus, 

Not a bird in the leaves was still : 
First the laverock, that famous singer, 

Led the music with throat so shrill ; 
From tall tree-branches the blackbird whistled, 

And the gray bird joined with his sweet ' coo-coo :' 
Everywhere was the blithesome chorus, 

Till the glen was murmuring thro 1 and thro'. 
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Then out of the shelter of every corri 

Came forth the creature whose home is there ; 
First, proudly stepping, with branching antlers, 

The snorting red-deer forsook his lair ; 
Through the sparkling fen he rushed rejoicing, 

Or gently played by his heart's delight — 
The hind of the mountain, the sweet brown princess, 

So fine, so dainty, so staid, so slight ! 

Under the light green branches creeping 

The brown doe cropt the leaves unseen, 
While the proud buck gravely stared around him 

And stamp 'd his feet on his couch of green ; 
Smooth and speckled, with soft pink nostrils, 

With beauteous head lay the tiny kid ; 
All apart in the dewy rushes, 

Sleeping unseen in its nest, 'twas hid. 

My beauteous corri ! my misty corri ! 

What light feet trod thee in joy and pride, 
What strong hands gathered thy precious treasures, 

What great hearts leapt on thy craggy side ! 
Soft and round was the nest they plundered, 

Where the brindled bee his honey hath — 
The speckled bee that flies, softly humming, 

From flower to flower of the lonely strath. 

There, thin-skinned, smooth, in clustering bunches, 

With sweetest kernels as white as cream, 
From branches green the sweet juice drawing, 

The nuts were growing beside the stream — 
And the stream went dancing merrily onward, 

And the ripe red rowan was on its brim, 
And gently there in the wind of morning 

The new-leaved sapling waved soft and slim. 

And all around the lovely corri 

The wild birds sat on their nests so neat, 
In deep warm nooks and tufts of heather, 

Sheltered by knolls from the wind and sleet ; 
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And there from their beds, in the dew of the morning, 

Uprose the doe and the stag of ten, 
And the tall cliffs gleamed, and the morning reddened 

The Coire Cheathaich — the Misty Glen ! 

One such poem conveys, even in a translation, a better idea of 
the writer's mind than whole chapters of expository criticism. 
How the Highlandman broods over every feature of the darling 
scene, from the weird * mountain ruin, where a family once 
dwelt/ down to the little wren ' flinging off his steam ' (a queer 
and very favourite Gaelic expression) in the sunshine ! Was a 
brook ever described better, as it 

' Pauses and hastens, whirls in circles, 
Rushes and loiters, and whirls and creeps !' 

To Duncan the Corri is a perpetual feast. With a painter's 
eye he hungers over the tints of the moss on the crags, the 
blue-black back and silver spangles of the trout, the thin- 
skinned, smooth-clustered nuts on the green branches, the 
dark-green eyebrow of cresses round the' mountain well ; and 
to him also all the sounds have maddening sweetness — the 
moorhen croaking, the thrushes and redbreasts warbling, the 
whole glen 'breathing a choral strain;' till at last, in one 
supreme poetic flash, he sees the dun doe and great stag spring- 
ing up in the dew of a May morning, and the ' red light ' 
flaming on every crag of the Corri. His was no mere song for 
beauty's sake ; there was love at the heart of it. To him the 
Corri meant life and freedom, and the fresh air of the world — 
it meant youth and its memories, passion and its dreams, deep- 
seated religion and its mystery. The love he put into ' Coire 
Cheathaich' took another form in Mairi Bkn Og, which is 
esteemed the finest love-song in the Gaelic language, and is 
addressed, not to his sweetheart — not to a passing mistress, 
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such as Burns immortalized — but to his wife ; — is, in a word, 
the epithalamium of Duncan, the Highland forester, on his 
marriage with Mary ' of the alehouse.' Every word is warm 
as sunshine, but holy and pure. He broods over his bride's 
beauty as he broods over nature, missing no detail, blessing the 
' clerk-given right ' which makes the beauty all his own. He 
describes the ' soft and round maiden, with curly hair ;' her 
'breath sweet as apples growing; 7 her ' smooth-lidded ' blue 
eyes ; her body ' as pure and white as cannach ;' her warm 
hand, like a lady's ; her little foot in its tight-fitting shoe ; — he 
tells us how * Mairi ' milks the cattle by the river, with the 
calves leaping round her; how she wanders light-footed to 
the lone mountain shieling ; how she sits ' sewing bands and 
plain seams/ or ' working embroidery,' in the candle-light of 
the cottage at night ; and he adds, with true Highland pride, 
how she bears in her veins the ' blood of the King and Mac- 
Cailean,' and of the Macdonald 'who was chief in Sleat' 
No love is too deep for her, no gift too great ; and he will kill 
for her c swans, seals, wild geese, and all birds ' — nay, she has 
but to give the word, and she shall have the antlers of the 
best deer in the forest Nothing is more remarkable in this 
love-song than the sacredness of its passion ; in it Duncan 
Ban has correctly represented, not only his own feelings, but 
the popular Highland sentiment about marriage. In Lome 
and the Western Hebrides, the purity of the popular mind on 
this subject is most remarkable. The Highlander may some- 
times err through excess of animal passion, but he is never 
consciously indecent, and he is utterly innocent of the ' gaud- 
riole.' 

Happy years had Duncan Ban in Glenorchay, drinking into 
his soul every tint of the glorious landscape, and loving the 

4 
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more the longer he looked. For six years he was sergeant in 
the Breadalbane Fencibles, and when that regiment was dis- 
banded in 1799, he procured, by the influence of the Earl of 
Breadalbane, a place in the City Guard of Edinburgh, those 
poor old veterans so savagely described by Ferguson in ' Leith 
Races ' : 

' Their stumps, erst used to filabegs, 
Are dight in spatterdashes, 
Whase bailant hides scarce fend their legs 
Frae weet and weary splashes 
O' dirt that day !' 

He was then seventy-five years of age. About this time he 
composed a quaint, long rhyme, in praise of Dunedin, or Edin- 
burgh ; and the poem, although not one of his inspired pro- 
ductions, is deeply interesting from its quaint touches of won- 
dering realism. The old man, with his sharp hunter's eye, 
missed nothing, as he wandered in the strange streets. He 
describes the castle, the battery, the abbey, the houses 
' wealthy and great ;' the building of the parliament, where 
' reasonable gentlemen ' administer justice, with free power to 
'hang the offender up high;' the swells in the street, with 
powder in their curled hair and a 'bunch like silk on the 
top -y the pretty ladies, with stays to keep them straight and 
thin, beauty spots on their faces, strong, tight, and pointed 
shoes, with (adds the poet) 'heels much too high;' the coaches 
and the hard-hoofed horses frisking and prancing, so much 
finer than any reared on Highland pastures. All this was 
pleasing for a time, while it had the charm of novelty; but 
doubtless the heart of the old bard wearied for the hills. 
Some years after, on the 19th of September, 1802, he visited his 
home, and wandered a long day among the scenes he loved so 
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well, and then and there composed the most beautiful of all 
his poems — 'The Last Farewell to the Hills. ' He was then 
seventy-eight years old. 

THE LAST ADIEU TO THE HILLS. 

Yestreen I stood on Ben Dorain, and paced its dark gray path ; 

Was there a hill I did not know ? — a glen or grassy strath ? 

Oh ! gladly in the times of old I trod that glorious ground, 

And the white dawn melted in the sun, and the red-deer cried around. 

How finely swept the noble deer across the morning hill, 
While fearless played the fawn and doe beside the running rill ; 
I heard the black and red cock crow, and the bellowing of the deer — 
I think those are the sweetest sounds that man at dawn may hear. 

Oh ! wildly as the bright day gleamed I climbed the mountain's breast, 
And when I to my home returned the sun was in the west ; — 
Twas health and strength, 'twas life and joy, to wander freely there, 
To drink at the fresh mountain stream, to breathe the mountain air. 

And oft I'd shelter for a time within some shieling low, 
And gladly sport in woman's smile, and woman's kindness know. 
Ah ! 'twas not likely one could feel for long a joy so gay ! 
The hour of parting came full soon — I sighed and went away. 

And now the canker'd withering wind has struck my limbs at last ; 
My teeth are rotten and decayed, my sight is failing fast ; 
If hither now the chase should come, 'tis little I could do, 
Though I were hungering for food, I could not now pursue. 

But though my locks are hoar and thin, my beard and whiskers white, 
How often have I chased the stag with dogs full swift of flight ! 
And yet although I could not join the chase if here it came, 
The thought of it is charming still, and sets my heart in flame. 

Ah ! much as I have done of old, how ill could I wend now, 
By glen and strath, and rocky path, up to the mountain's brow ! 
How ill could I the merry cup quaff deep in social cheer ! 
How ill now could I sing a song in the gloaming of the year ! 

Those were the merry days of spring, the thoughtless times of youth ; 
'Tis Fortune watches over us, and helps our need, forsooth ; 

4—2 
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Believing that, though poor enough, contentedly I live, 

For George's daughter every day my meat and drink doth give.* 

Yestreen I wandered in the glen ; what thoughts were in my head ! 
There had I walked with friends of yore — where are those dear ones fled ? 
I looked and looked ; where'er I looked was naught but sheep ! sheep I 

sheep ! 
A woeful change was in the hill ! World, thy deceit was deep ! 

From side to side I turn'd mine eyes — alas ! my soul was sore — 
The mountain bloom, the forest's pride, the old men were no more ; — 
Nay, not one antler'd stag was there, nor doe so soft and slight, 
No bird to fill the hunter's bag — all, all, were fled from sight ! 

Farewell, ye forests of the heath ! hills where the bright day gleams ! 
Farewell, ye grassy dells ! farewell, ye springs and leaping streams ! 
Farewell, ye mighty solitudes, where once I loved to dwell — 
Scenes of my spring-time and its joys — for ever fare you well ! 

After that, Duncan Bkn returned to Edinburgh, and remained 
in the City Guard till about 1806, when, having saved a few 
pounds from his wages and the profits of his published poems, 
he was enabled to retire and spend his remaining years without 
toil of any kind He was eighty-eight years old when he died. 
On the 19th of May, 18 12, he was buriecj. in the Greyfriars' 
Burying Ground, Edinburgh ; and a few years ago the monu- 
ment was raised to his memory in Glenorchay. His fame 
endures wherever the Gaelic language is spoken, and his songs 
are sung all over the civilized world. Without the bitterness 
and intellectual power of Burns, he possessed much of his 
sentiment, and all of his personal tenderness ; and as a literary 
prodigy, who could not even write, he is still more remarkable 
than Burns. Moreover, the old, simple-hearted forester, with 
his fresh love of Nature, his shrewd insight, and his impassioned 

* • George's daughter ' was the musket carried by him as a member of 
the City Guard, and servant of King George. The value of his ' meat 
and drink ' was fivepence or sixpence a day. 
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speech, seems a far completer human figure than the Ayrshire 
ploughman, who was doubtless a glorious creature, but most 
obtrusive in his independence. Poor old Duncan was never 
bitter. The world was wonderful, and he was content to fill 
his humble place in it. He had ' an independent mind/ but 
was quite friendly to rank and power wherever he saw them ; 
for, after all, what were they to Coire Cheathaich, with its 
natural splendours ? What was the finest robe in Dunedin to 
the gay clothing on the side of Ben Dorain ? Burns never saw 
Nature as Duncan Ban saw her ; was never merged into her, so 
to speak, never became a part of flying cloud and brooding 
shadows ; — rather petted and fondled her like a mistress, with 
most unutterable tenderness but no awe. Burns was the 
intellectual being, man, lord of the earth and all its creatures, 
their lover till the end, but always their lord ; bitter with the 
world, bitter with his own sins ; too proud to gauge ale-barrels, 
but not too proud to get dead drunk or to debauch women ; 
hurled down like a torrent by his own sheer force and strength ; 
a divine singer, a shameless satirist, the lover of * Mary in 
heaven ' and the undoubted author of some of the filthiest ' sup- 
pressed poems ' in the ' Merry Muses.'* Duncan Ban 'of the 
Songs ' was a silent man, not especially intellectual, content to 
hawk his poems about the country and sing them at the fire- 
side ; with scarce a touch of satire in his whole nature ; with a 
heart quite pure and fresh to the end, when, as an old man, he 
bade the hills 'farewell for ever/ In the life of Burns we see 
the light striking through the storm-cloud, lurid, terrific, yet 

* The woefullest picture in the world is the last portrait of Burns, 
which we regret to see inserted in Dr. P. H. Waddell's otherwise invalu- 
able edition of the poet's works. This portrait, once seen, haunts the 
beholder for ever. 
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always light from heaven. In the life of Duncan Ban there is 
nothing but a gray light of peace and purity, such as broods 
over the mountains when the winds are laid. Burns was the 
mightier poet, the grander human soul ; but many who love 
him best, and cherish his memory most tenderly, can find a 
place in their hearts for Duncan Ban as well. 

As I quit the Highland poet's grave, and follow the highway 
to the Pass of Awe, there is other music in my ears besides that 
of * Coire Cheathaich ' and the ' Last Farewell ;' for did not the 
1 Children of the Mist,' haunting like mountain deer the secret 
gorges of Cruachan, utter many a lyrical plaint full of music and 
heart's agony ? Readers of the ' Legend of Montrose ' and the 
s Lady of the Lake ' know now by heart the wrongs of the Mac- 
gregors, the ' clan that was nameless by day ;' and Gaelic litera- 
ture abounds with songs recording the sufferings and threats of 
the bloody outlawed clans — songs most weird and terrible, with 
frequent glimpses of wild tenderness. One of the best of these 
is the ' Hills of the Mist,' the tradition concerning which states 
that the singer, after having hidden her hunted kinsmen in a 
bed within the mountain shieling, sat down on the floor and 
crooned to herself a song bewailing their non-appearance : 

' Oh, where are my kinsmen ? Oh, where do they wander ? 
I watch for them lonely ; I wait, and I ponder.' 

And the pursuers, listening outside and noting the terrible agony 
of her voice (no counterfeit that, for might not the butchers 
enter at any moment and detect her ruse ?), passed on in the 
darkness without searching the shieling. 

The Pass of Awe is very beautiful, the road winding high up 
among the crags and woods and overlooking the wild waters of 
the river. Close to the bridge which spans the stream took 
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place the famous fight between Bruce's followers and those of 
John of Lome, when the bodies of the latter, miserably over- 
thrown, choked and rendered bloody the impetuous flood. 
Along this path walked Mrs. Bethune Baliol, escorted by the 
exuberant Donald Macleish, on that memorable occasion when 
she saw the tree, the waterfall, and the solitary human figure — 
' a female form seated by the stem of the oak, with her head 
drooping, her hands clasped, and a dark-coloured mantle drawn 
over her head, exactly as Judith is represented in the Syrian 
medals as seated under a palm-tree. ,# The form of the miserable 
woman, still as a corpse or a marble statue, haunts the eye of 
the traveller at every step ; rock, tree, and falling water assume 
her likeness ; and the ear is filled with her memorable words of 
grief— 

' My beautiful ! my brave !' 

There is no shape of fiction so closely wedded to an actual 
scene. The Pass of Awe and the Highland Widow are insepar- 
able. The one solitary human soul, in its unutterable dolour, 
surrounded by sombre crags and corries and water plunging 
from pool to pool with sullen roar, is more truly regent of the 
place than all the traditional figures of clansmen and Children 
of the Mist 

Following the road along the Pass of Awe, you reach 
Tyanuilt, whence the ascent of Ben Cruachan is tolerably 
easy. Mountain climbing is always glorious, be the view 
obtained at the highest point ever so unsatisfactory ; for do not 
pictures arise at every step, beautiful exceedingly, even if no 
more complex than a silver-lichened boulder half buried in 
purple heather and resting against the light blue mountain air ; 
or a mountain pool fringed with golden mosses and green 

* Scott's ' Highland Widow/ 
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cresses, with blue sky in it and a small white cloud like a lamb; 
or a rowan tree with berries red as coral, sheltering the mossy 
bank where the robin sits in his nest? He who climbs 
Cruachan will see not only these small things, but he will 
behold a series of crag-pictures of unapproachable magni- 
ficence — corries red and rugged, in the dark fissures of which 
snow lingers even as late as June, pyramids and minarets of 
granite glistering in the sunshine through the moisture of their 
own dew, stained by rain and light into darkly beautiful hues, 
and speckled by innumerable shadows from the passing clouds. 
There is a certain danger in roaming among the precipices 
near the summit, as the hill is subject to sudden mists, some- 
times so dense that the pedestrian can scarcely see a foot before 
him ; but in summer-time, when the heights are clear as amber 
for days together, the peril is not worth calculating. On a fine 
clear day, the view from the summit — which is a veritable red 
ridge or cone, not a flat table-land like that,of some mountains 
— is very peculiar. It can scarcely be called picturesque, for 
there is no power in the eye to fix on any one picture ; and 
on the other hand, to liken it to a map of many colours would 
be conveying a false impression. The effect is more that of a 
map than of a picture, and more like the sea than either. The 
spectator loses the delicate aesthetic sense, and feels his whole 
vision swallowed up in immensity. The, mighty waters of Awe 
brood sheer below him, under the dark abysses of the hill, 
with the islands like dark spots upon the surface. Away to 
the eastward rise peaks innumerable, mountain beyond moun- 
tain, from the moor of Rannoch to Ben Lomond, some dark 
as night with shadow, others dim as dawn from sheer distance, 
all floating limitless against a pink horizon and brooded over by 
a heaven of -most delicate blue, fading away into miraculous 
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tints, and filling the spirit with intensest awe ; while in the west 
is visible the great ocean, stretching arms of shining sheen 
into the wildly broken coast, brightening around the isles that 
sleep upon its breast — Tiree, Coll, Rum, Canna, Skye — and 
fading into the long vaporous line where the setting sun sinks 
into the under-world Turn where it may, the eye is satisfied, 
overcharged Such another panorama of lake, mountain, and 
ocean is not to be found in the Highlands. As for Lome, you 
may now behold it indeed, gleaming with estuaries and lakes : — 
Loch Linnhe, the Bay of Oban, and the mighty Firth as far 
south as Jura, and northward over the moors, a divine glimpse 
of the head of Loch Etive, blue and dreamy as a maiden's 
eyes. The head swims, the eyes dazzle. Are you a god, 
that you should survey these wonders in such supremacy? 
Look which way you will, you behold immensity — measureless 
ranges of mountains, measureless tracts of inland water, the 
measureless ocean, lighted here and there by humanity in the 
shape of some passing sail smaller to view than a sea-bird's 
wing. For some little time at least the spectator feels that 
spiritual exaltation which excludes perfect human perception ; 
he yields to a wave of awful emotion, and bows before it as 
before God He can be aesthetic again when he once more 
descends to the valleys. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE FIRTH OF LORNE. 



The Firth of Lome stretches from Loch Crinan (a spot 
familiar to every Highland tourist) as far as the entrance to 
the Sound of Mull ; after passing which, it changes its name 
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to Loch Linnhe, and creeps northward, ever narrowing till 
it reaches Bannavie and forms the narrow estuary of Loch 
EiL 

Strictly speaking, only the mainland coast as far as Loch 
Crinan appertains to Lome, but in old times Mull was in- 
cluded, as well as many of the far-off islands. Be that as it 
may, the Firth of Lome is a glorious sheet of salt water, fed 
by the mighty tides of the Atlantic, and forming, both on the 
islands and on the mainland, a line of sea-coast not easily 
matched for loneliness and beauty. Numerous islands, large 
and small, stud the waters, forming narrow passages through 
which the tide boils with terrific fury. Great heights, grassy and 
rocky, rise everywhere out of the sea, casting dark shadows. 
Everywhere the black teeth of the reef threaten the seaman. 
Innumerable bays and land-locked lakes lie close in the shelter 
of the coast ; but the anchorages are nearly all bad and 
dangerous, on account of the submerged rocks and the foul 
bottom. 

To see this Firth aright, to enjoy its wondrous scenery in a 
way quite impossible to the ordinary tourist, I secured the 
Ocean Queen, a small yacht of nine tons, thirty-four feet long, 
seven and a half feet beam, and drawing precisely six feet of 
water aft She was the crankest vessel ever built by the hand 
of man, and was speedily known by the nick-name of the 
Coffin. Her mainsail was an enormous sheet of canvas, though 
luckily somewhat old and tearable ; and she carried also a gafF- 
topsail. Her speed, running before the wind, was very great ; 
and beating to windward, she managed finely as long as she 
could carry canvas. She was quite unfit for a dangerous coast 
like that of Lome, where the storms are sudden and the squalls 
terrific ; but she had a neat little cabin and snug forecastle, so 
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that she made a tolerable floating home. Many a fright did I 
get in her. Latterly, I managed to render her pretty snug by 
running in the bowsprit, and sailing her with the foresail only 
and single-reefed mainsail ; but, from first to last, she was as 
fickle as an unbroken filly : her vilest quality of all being her 
awkwardness in " coming about," even under the most expe- 
rienced management. 

Having secured this noble vessel, I had to look about for a 
suitable person to assist me in managing her : no difficult task, 
' it may be imagined, on a fishing-coast, and close to a fishing- 
town ; but in good truth, I was doomed to a bitter experience. 
After trying several impostors, who betrayed themselves in a 
day, I secured the services of Shon Macnab, a gigantic Gael, 
six feet three in his shoes, and about twenty years of age. A 
fine specimen of the sailor was Shon, with his great red face, 
flaming whiskers, and huge hands ; and he knew how to move 
about the boat as well as an east-country fisherman, and was 
altogether smart at his work, from taking in a reef to climbing 
up the rigging to set the gaff-topsail. But Shon had two 
most inveterate faults : he was inordinately vain and utterly 
untruthful. No man knew how to handle a boat but Shon 
Macnab ; all his townsmen were poor pretenders. No one 
could pilot a boat on the west coast but Shon ; he knew every 
rock and shallow, and every sideway, from the Mull of Cantyre 
to Cape Wrath. Unfortunately, however, Shon had never been 
farther from Oban than Ardnamurchan, and his knowledge of 
the coast consisted of a sort of second-sight, very gratifying to 
the possessor, but liable to get the confiding owner of a boat 
into serious trouble. All went well with Shon for a time ; but 
at last, mad with success, he secretly wagered ' the Barber ' to 
race the latter's vessel, an open fore-and-aft boat, very superior 
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in seaworthiness, from Oban round the Lady's Rock and back 
round Kerrera, a distance of about forty miles. So one day I 
came down to the shore just in time to see the Ocean Queen 
rounding the Maiden Island on her way to the Lady's Rock, 
and side-by-side with her the Barber's boat. It was blowing 
half a gale of wind, and the Barber soon turned back to the 
bay; but Shon, with a picked crew of Gaels, all wild with 
whisky, doubtless, still held on his wild career ; while [I, 
climbing the heights above the town, watched my vessel, and 
expected every minute to see it submerged A big sea was 
rolling in the Firth, and the little boat, too sorely pressed 
under canvas, was sadly knocked about. She reached Oban 
in the afternoon, with only a tear in the mainsail ; but her 
planks were slightly strained, and she was never as tight after 
that day. Although Shon begged wildly for pardon, I was 
inexorable, and sent him about his business. 

For some little time it seemed as if no fit person would 
appear to take Shon's place. Several candidates appeared, but 
were rejected on various scores — greediness, dirtiness, stupidity, 
or old age. At last I discerned a small tradesman in the 
village, who had been a herring-fisher, and whose only present 
occupation was to sit on a sack and whittle wood with a knife, 
while his wife managed the shop. Lachlan Finlay was from 
the * high-hill country,' on the skirts of Morven, and was a 
true Celt of the quieter kind — very cold and distant on first 
acquaintance, but affectionate in the extreme. Every day that 
I sailed with Lachlan I liked him better. He was tolerably 
good at his work — he was thoroughly truthful, and as simple- 
hearted as a child. He had the ' boating mind ' of a boy, and 
was never happy without his pocket-knife to work with. His 
' pouches ' were full of nails, bits of string, and other odds and 
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ends. He was as clean as an infant, mind and body, while 
having a keen perception of the value of money. 

As Lachlan knew nothing of the coast, I had to work my 
way about by the government charts, picking my steps, so to 
speak, from place to place with extreme caution, and ever 
dreading the hidden dangers of the Firth. Many a narrow 
escape had the Ocean Queen in those days : at one time swing- 
ing to her doom on the fierce tide of Dunstaffnage, and only 
being saved by superhuman endeavours to tow her out of 
the tideway with the punt ; at another, bumping and scratching 
on the submerged rocks to the north of the Maiden Island ; 
sometimes caught in the open, and having to run for life ; at 
others drifting in the darkness on some unknown and dangerous 
portion of the coast. One adventure of this sort is as good 
as another, and as in the course of a certain cruise we had an 
opportunity of seeing the whole scenery of the Firth, let me 
here chronicle our experience. 

I had run up to Crinan to meet a friend from the south. 
Having taken him on board, we slipped out of the basin at 
daybreak, with all canvas set save the gaff-topsail, and ran with 
the light breeze on our quarter across to the Dorus Mhor, or 
Big Gate, a narrow passage formed by the peninsula and islands 
of Loch Craignish. At spring-tides, the tide in the Dorus runs 
five miles an hour, and when there is a breeze, the cross-seas 
are terrific. Running with wind and tide, the Ocean Queen 
actually flew ; but while she was shooting through the Dorus 
the waves broke fiercely over her counter, and as the boiling 
tide dragged at her this way and that, it was a task of no 
ordinary skill to keep her steady with the helm. The steam- 
ship ploughs her way through the passage, though sometimes 
with difficulty, and those who stand on her deck look down on 
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the boiling gulf in safety; but it is different with those who sit 
in a tiny craft, with the water lapping around and over them, 
and the bubbling roar painfully audible. These tideways are 
ugly indeed to the seaman's eye. How the water hisses and 
swirls, now like green glass with its own motion, now broken 
into foam, now rushing to the overfall and plunging down ! 
How the cross-currents tug at the little craft, as if seeking to 
drag her to her doom ! Sometimes a huge coil of seaweed 
marks the hidden rock, a floating tangle gives a false alarm, 
whirling on the surface of the waters ahead The tides of the 
Dorus Mhor and the adjoining Sound of Scarba are only 
equalled by the tides of the Kyles of Skye. 

On the present occasion there was no danger, and as the 
dawn blossomed into full bright day, we left the Dorus Mhor 
behind, and keeping close along the mainland, which stretched 
far along to the right, we followed the inner channel of the 
Firth of Lome. We were soon abreast of Scarba, a single 
conical mountain, rising abruptly out of the sea and fashioning 
itself into an island about three miles long, very precipitous 
and rocky, but having on the eastern side a series of thinly- 
wooded declivities, which, in the gentle light of the summer 
morning, were touched with tints of quite ethereal beauty. 
Between Scarba and Jura, which stretches far to the southward, 
is a narrow sound opening on the great dim ocean, and, look- 
ing through the passage, we ever and anon caught a white 
gleam as of great waves breaking in the distance. Yonder lay 
the far-famed Gulf of Corryvreckan, and it was to escape the 
force of the tide which sets for miles towards the dreaded 
passage that we were keeping so close to the mainland shore. 
Corryvreckan is the Hebridean Mahlstrom, ever regarded with 
fearful eyes by the most daring sailors of the inland deep. Poets 
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may be allowed to sing, like Campbell, of ' the distant isles 
that hear the loud Corbrechtan roar ;' or, like Scott, of 

' Scarba's isle, whose tortured shore 
Still rings to Corryvreckan's roar ;' 

but it is no mere poetical dread that fill our Lachlan's heart 
as he leans against the mast and searches the distance. From 
infancy upwards, the name of yonder gulf has been to him a 
word of awe and terror. He has heard of great ships being 
swallowed up whole, torn into pieces by the teeth of hidden 
reefs, and vomited out in fragments miles away on the Islay 
shore. He has seen old men turn pale by the very fireside at 
the mention of Corryvreckan. He believes that the ebb tide 
in Corryvreckan, 'when the wind is from the west, would 
drown a man-of-war as easily as the shell of a nut* He has, 
nevertheless, heard stories of vessels that have passed safely 
through the terrific place ; but these, to him, were no less than 
miracles, brought about by a special Providence. 

I used to smile at the yarns of sailors and fishermen, with 
their dark accumulation of mystic terrors; but the more I 
navigated the waters in my unprofessional way the less sceptical 
I grew. In good truth, familiarity with the sea, instead of 
breeding contempt, only strengthens the sense of awe. 

Of course, the accounts of Corryvreckan are exaggerated : 
the danger consisting, not in the whirlpools, but in the terrific 
sea raised by the wind when contending with the tidal wave 
and the long Atlantic swell in the narrow passage of the sound. 
In times of storm the place is indeed perilous, and verily 
capable of drowning a large vessel. Caught in the numberless 
currents, a ship becomes at once unmanageable, and must drive 
whither Fate directs — either to strike on some corner of the 
coast, or to spring her planks and sink to the bottom, or 
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perhaps — as happened on one traditional occasion — to be swept 
in safety out of the tide along the Jura shore. In the most 
dangerous part of the gulf, where it is a hundred fathoms deep, 
there is a submerged pyramidal rock, rising precipitously to 
within fifteen fathoms of the surface, and the result is a 
subaqueous overfall, causing in its turn infinite gyrations, 
eddies, and counter-currents. There is most danger at the 
flood-tide, which sets from the eastward through the gulf at 
the rate of ten or twelve miles an hour, and encounters the 
whole swell of the Western Atlantic rolling into the narrow 
sound At the turn of tide there is a brief lull, during which 
in calm weather boats have passed through ; but the attempt 
is at all times to be avoided, as the slightest miscalculation as 
to the tides, or the sudden rising of the wind, would render 
escape impossible. At all times Corryvreckan 'roars,' the 
sound being audible even close to the mainland shore. The 
poet Campbell heard it at a distance of many leagues, at 
Downie House, close to Loch Crinan. He compares its 
effect in calm weather, when all the surrounding seas are still, 
to the sound of innumerable chariot-wheels. 

Quitting the peninsula of Craignish, we had reached the 
shores of the Island of Luing, which, with Seil, Shuna, and 
small isles innumerable, lies so close to the mainland as almost 
to form a portion of the coast of Nether Lome. Seil is 
separated from the mainland by a channel of only a few yards, 
forming a rapid river-like sound two miles in length. Low 
and undulating, these isles present few points of beauty, but up 
behind them lies Loch Melfort, a salt-water lake of rare loveli- 
ness, surrounded by magnificent cliffs of ivy-clad gneiss. Out 
beyond them, to the west, and lying close to and due north of 
Scarba, are Lunga and the Black Isles. Closed in on each 
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side, we were running before the wind up the broad passage 
known as the Sound of Scarba, and were soon struggling in 
the tideway opposite the Black Isles, on the largest of which 
a lighthouse is situated. A few minutes later, however, we 
were clear of all the isles, and saw before us the glories of 
the great Firth stretched out in the golden light of a summer 
day. 

Due west of our little vessel stretched the open Atlantic, 
growing dimmer and dimmer in distance, with a ghostly ship 
afar, beating southward under full sail ; but down to the north- 
west, fifteen miles away, rose the gigantic mountains of Mull, . 
their deep purple hues mingling with mist upon the peaks ; 
while farther north yet, the white lighthouse of Lismore gleamed 
with the gleam of breaking waves at its base — and above 
and beyond mountains innumerable darkened the distance. 
Straight before the yacht's bow the Firth sparkled, its waters 
visible for many a mile, and a whole fleet of fishing-boats, large 
and small, white-sailed and red-sailed, were drifting in the slack 
tide over a broad patch of dead calm off the great cliffs of the 
Island of Kerrera, which mingled with the mainland on the 
starboard bow. The breeze that had brought us thus far was 
dying fast, and scarcely had we run three miles ahead, and got 
abreast of the little island of Easdale, when it died away 
altogether, suddenly as breath from a mirror, and left us rolling 
about most uncomfortably on the smooth sea. It is ever thus 
in summer ; no wind can be relied on for many hours together ; 
and hence the great danger of navigating the inland channels 
with their fierce tides. 

The boat which conveys the ordinary tourist to Oban calls 
at Easdale, but few strangers pay any attention to the 
unpicturesque little island. Easdale is, nevertheless, worth a 

5 
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visit, for the sake of its slate quarries, which are perhaps the 
finest in Scotland ; still more for the sake of its population, all 
dependent on the quarries, all born in the locality, and living 
quite isolated there, summer and winter. Many old supersti- 
tions that have died their lingering death elsewhere still flourish 
here, together with many primitive manners and customs. The 
men of Easdale are true Celts — daring boatmen' and intense 
dreamers — speaking the fine tongue that many southerners 
deem nearly extinct, but which still remains the common and 
cherished speech of Lome and the Hebrides. He who 
walks among their houses will note, here and there, large slabs 
of stone set up on end These have been purchased and 
preserved — does the reader guess for what purpose? For 
gravestones ; reserved by the owners to mark their own places 
of rest Here and elsewhere in the Hebrides, one not only 
finds the islander preparing his own shroud, but buying his own 
tombstone. There they stand, daily monitors of the Inevitable, 
with the great Ocean murmuring for ever close to them — a 
daily preacher of the Eternal. 

It is always weary work, waiting for the wind : to look this 
way and that, in dim hope and expectation, despairingly whistling 
according to the sailors' superstition ; to see the water darken 
miles off, and the shadow creeping nearer and nearer, and then, 
just as you expect your sails to fill, miserably dying ; or worse 
still, as on the present occasion, to watch with fierce chagrin 
the breeze at your back, which for hours together blows 
pleasantly a hundred yards behind you, and there, for some 
mysterious reason, pauses, and won't come a single inch nearer ; 
or, worst of all, to drift on the swift current, in spite of all your 
efforts, towards some dreaded danger, from which only a smart 
'puff* could bear you away in safety. He who uses a 
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sailing-boat* must recommend to his spirit many hard virtues, 
foremost among which is patience. The wind is ever perverse, 
and will serve no man's will. It is most perverse of all on an 
island coast like that of the Hebrides. Breezes of all sorts are 
bred among the clouds of the hill-tops, and they are ever 
rushing down when least expected. An experienced eye can 
see them coming, but that is all. Even in summer, it is 
impossible to predict the weather with much certainty. 

For hours we drifted on a glassy sea, beguiling part of the 
time by popping unsuccessfully at a shoal of porpoises, which 
tumbled for some minutes about a hundred yards from the 
vessel, in pursuit of the herring, doubtless, for numberless gulls 
and terns screamed in the air or floated like ourselves on the 
water. The tide still took us in the right direction, and we 
grew nearer and nearer to the fleet of fish-boats becalmed off 
Kerrera ; until at last, to our disgust, a nice puff of wind struck 
them ahead, and, beating slowly northward, they drew one by 
one towards the opposite shores of Mull. 

It was now afternoon, a dimly-bright spring afternoon, and 
we were floating off Gylen Castle, the shadow of which was 
clearly visible in the smooth sea. Gylen, like Dunollie, was an 
old stronghold of the Lords of Lome. Its gray tower stands on 
a precipice overlooking the ocean, in the centre of a desolate 
bay, which has been washed and torn into the wildest forms of 
crag and scaur by the roll of the western sea. It commands 

* A good story is told of the old Clyde bargeman who, sailing slowly on 
the Firth, and finding himself passed by the first steamboat, watched the 
latter till almost out of earshot, and then, unable to keep silence any 
longer, bawled out : * Ay ! get awa' wi' your DeiFs reek * (Devil's smoke) ; 
' I'm just sailing as it pleases the breath o y God I 1 And there is something 
in this idea of the ' breath of God,* after all, apart from the comic connec- 
tion in the anecdote. 

5—2 
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a full view of the boundless Atlantic. The heights of Kerrera 
above it are dark and verdureless, and ^deepen its look of lone- 
liness and desolation. Even on this summer day it appears 
pitiful and lonely ; but in darker days, when it looms through 
the sad mist like a ghost, it seems to have a look of almost 
human sorrow. Many a wild scene of life and revel has it 
beheld Now, its only inhabitants are the owl and the wild rock- 
pigeon, the latter of which builds in great numbers among the 
rocky cliffs of the island. 

This said island of Kerrera, although not strikingly 
picturesque in form, possesses such peculiar fascinations as grow 
upon the imagination. It is separated from the mainland by a 
narrow strait or sound, half a mile wide, at the northern 
extremity of which lies the beautiful Bay of Oban ; is four miles 
long and two miles broad ; arid presents an irregular surface of 
hill and dale, on which can be had a harder day's walking than 
anywhere else in Lome. It is a great haunt of the otter, and 
its crags shelter birds of prey of all descriptions, from the hooded 
crow to the peregrine falcon. But its chief attractions are on 
the coast, and the way to behold them is to spend the long 
day in rowing right round its shores. The cliffs and outlying 
islets form themselves into pictures of rare beauty, shifting with 
the lights and shadows of heaven and ocean. The waters on 
both sides are dangerous for sailing-vessels, being sown every- 
where with reefs and shallows ; studded on the outer coast with 
many small black islands, in the neighbourhood of which are 
all sorts of submerged dangers ; and most unpleasant of all is 
the narrow inner sound, which is full of rocks not all marked in 
the charts. Beating to windward up the Sound of Kerrera is 
disagreeable work ; the short tacks are so wearisome, besides 
being full of danger to one not well acquainted with the coast 
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The squalls off the cliffs of the mainland, when the south-east 
wind blows, are sharp and sudden, often striking you straight from 
the heights without ruffling an inch of the sound to windward. 
Woe betide the helmsman who fails to 'luff' skilfully at such 
times. On certain days, no skill is pf much avail. The puffs 
come and go, with intervals of calm ; and just as the vessel has 
lost all way in the latter, and is lying dead still, the squall leaps 
upon her like a tiger, and she staggers on half drowned, happy 
to escape with her mast above water. 

One never stands on Kerrera without thinking of King 
Haco's memorable invasion of Lome and the Isles. Here, in 
Kerrera, King Alexander II. had that weird dream, when St 
Olafi St Magnus, and St Columba appeared to him and 
warned him to return home to Scotland ; and here the King, 
having disregarded the warning, died of a mysterious dis- 
temper.* Hither, to the same anchorage doubtless (Horseshoe 
Bay ?) came the Norwegian monarch, and found King Dougal 
and other Hebrideans waiting to receive him. From the Kyles 
of Skye to Loch Ranza and Loch Long, there is scarcely a 
portion of the coast that the great invasion does not render 
memorable. Nothing has changed since then. Tobermory 
and Kerrera, and Loch Ranza, and the other places where the 
Norwegian vessels lay, are our anchorages to this hour. Stand- 
ing on the high cliffs of Kerrera, and gazing across the Firth of 
Lome to the opening of the Sound of Mull, we have often 
pictured the quaint Norwegian vessels issuing one by one out 
of the distance, with ' Haco the aged ' in the largest — * built 
wholly of oak, containing twenty-seven banks of oars, and 

* ' Konongr sagdi draumin ; ok fysto flestir at harm skylldi afto sntia. 
Enn harm villdi Pat egi ; litlu sidarr tok liann sott ok andadiz.' See the 
' Saga of Haco the King/ 
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adorned with heads and necks of dragons overwrought with 
gold.' There is no finer figure in history than that of Haco 
the King, with his stately generosity, his deep piety. 

* The actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom in the dust !' 

He was a prince indeed, sowing thought and order wherever 
he stepped, and when the end was near bearing his lingering 
illness with holy calm. * He desired Norwegian books might 
be read to him day and night : first, the " Lives of Saints," and 
when they were ended, the "Chronicles of our Kings from 
Haldan the Black," and so of all Norway's Kings, one after 
another.' Nor did he forget his followers, great or small, but 
bequeathed them loving gifts ; and with his dying breath he 
left orders for the guidance of Magnus his son, in dealing with 
the people and the army. Finally, surrounded by the Wise 
Men of his kingdom, he passed * from this home's life,' leaving 
a name and fame that smell sweet to the present day. 

The summer calm did not last long, and it was broken with 
ominous suddenness. All at once, a low faint moan was heard, 
the water darkened in Kerrera Sound, and the great boom 
swung ' over with a violent tug at the mast as the sail filled. 
' Take in a reef, Lachlan, for we're going to have as much as 
we can carry !" Lachlan laughed and hesitated, but I brought 
the boat up to the wind, handed the helm to my southern 
friend, and sprang at the reef-points — Lachlan assisting 
vigorously, though with a very sceptical air. The wind did 
come, blowing on our quarter with considerable force, and it 
soon became necessary to take off the foresail and lower 
the peak of the mainsail. Thus eased, the Ocean Queen 
bowled round the southern point of Kerrera and out into the 
dancing waters of the open Firth. As she ran between Ker- 
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rera and the islands at its extremity, we saw the great cor- 
morants sitting bolt upright in a long row on one of the 
isles, with their dirty white patch at the throat like a street- 
preacher's neckcloth. We passed just out of gunshot, and 
fired a salute into the air above their heads. A few plunged 
into the sea, dived, and emerged a hundred yards away ; the 
greater number took wing and went flapping across the Firth 
slowly close to the sea ; but a few great fellows, swollen with 
fish, merely rolled their knowing heads from side to side, and 
sat still on their thrones. 

The wind was now so strong that it would have been impos- 
sible to carry canvas beating to windward ; flying with the wind 
on our quarter and occasionally lowering the peak to the puffs, 
we got along capitally, at the rate of seven or eight miles an 
hour. How the bright waves danced and sparkled ! 

* Merrily, merrily bounds the bark, 

On a breeze from the southward free, 
So shoots thro' the morning sky the lark, 
Or the swan thro* the summer sea.' 

The sky brightened, partaking of the wind's gladness. The 
fleet of fishing-boats were now running swiftly toward the 
Sound of Mull, at the mouth of which the lighthouse of Lis- 
more, with the wild ebb-tide foaming at its base, stood in bright 
relief against the great Morven Mountains. Every boat there, 
big or small, was bound for the Long Island or Outer Hebrides, 
along the wild shores of which the herring were flashing, and 
one and all, after a month's fishing, would follow the mys- 
terious flight of the fish southward Noticeable among them 
was an Isle of Man ' jigger,' running neck and neck with a 
double lug-sailed boat from Newhaven, while west-country 
smacks innumerable lagged behind. There was more pluck 
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and spirit, more calm resolution to fight with the great forces 
of the world, more gentleness of heart and strength combined, 
on board that little fleet, than could readily be found in any 
camp of war. There they flew, going ' as it pleased the breath 
of God !' They passed the dark shores of Mull, they shot one 
by one round the base of the dark castle of Duart, and they 
faded, with a last ghostly gleam, in the dark shadows that 
slept then, and sleep almost always, on the Sound of Mull. 

It had been an original intention to make Oban that night, 
but to do so we should have had to beat considerably to wind- 
ward, and the breeze was too strong. We were compelled, in 
despite of our inclination, to run right after the fishing-boats 
into the Sound of Mull. The wind had already raised a con- 
siderable sea, and we surged forward with the waves dashing in 
white foam behind us, sometimes almost breaking into the 
cockpit where we sat. We were soon close under the shadow 
of Mull, with Kerrera far away on our weather quarter, and 
Duart Castle drawing every moment nearer and nearer on the 
port bow. There was no prospect of any first-rate anchorage, 
short of Tobermory, which was thirty miles away up the 
Sound. True, there were three lochs with tolerable shelter 
and holding-ground along the coast of Mull which we were 
skirting, but the entrances were all more or less dangerous — 
Loch Buy being not only perilous, but quite unknown to us ; 
Loch Spelve, partly known but always perilous on account of 
submerged rocks in a passage only a few yards wide, and Loch 
Don exposed to the full force of the sea when the wind blew 
as it was then blowing. In the Sound of Mull itself, it was not 
much better. Duart Bay and Craignure were far too open, 
Loch Aline could not be well entered against the ebb-tide, and 
Scallastle had one great disadvantage, owing to our ignorance 
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of the rock-sown waters which surround it. However, if the 
wind continued to blow at that rate, we should be snug in 
Tobermory in less than three hours. 

As we flew through the water towards Duart, we had a fine 
view of Mull and its mountains, on the peaks of which the sun 
was now pouring soft purple light The coasts of the great 
island, particularly to the southward, where they are washed by 
the Atlantic, are wild and precipitous, and assume forms only 
less beautiful than the basaltic crags on the north-east coast of 
Skye. Inland, all is dreary and unpicturesque as compared 
with other surrounding islands. Of course, where there are 
great hills, with occasional moorland lochs and frequent 
glimpses of the sea-arm winding far into the land, there must 
be beauty, abiding and ever- varying ; where there is heather, 
there must be glorious colour ; but taken comparatively, Mull 
is uninviting and wearisome, save only to the sportsman, who 
will find its moors tolerably abundant in wild-fowl of all kinds, 
and its high corries frequented by the red-deer. 

To my mind, by far the pleasantest picture connected with 
Mull is that of good old Dr. Johnson traversing its weary wilds 
on horseback in company with Boswell. ' Mr. Boswell thought 
no part of the Highlands equally terrific ;' but the Doctor was 
lion-hearted. If any final proof were wanted that Johnson had 
in him the soul of a hero, it is to be found in the chronicle of 
his northern tour. In the autumn of 1773 (after trying in the 
summer * to learn Dutch] and being ' interrupted by inflam- 
mation of the eyes ') he set out, an old man of sixty-four, for 
the Hebrides, then deemed almost inaccessible. For week 
after week he faced hardships and dangers unexampled in his 
honest experience: trudged footsore on endless moors, lay 
half-drowned in the bottom of leaky Highland boats, faced the 
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fury of real Highland storms, got drunk with mad Highland 
lairds, and showed at every step the patience of a martyf 
and the pluck of a soldier. His journal is delicious reading, 
with its solemn indifference to barbaric 'scenery/ its quaint 
pedantic love for antiquities, its calm tone of intellectuality, 
its deep and fervent piety. Boswell's journal is still more de- 
lightful, full of life and unconscious humour, abounding in 
delicious touches. The glimpses of the oracular conduct and 
conversation are superb. How Johnson stood out in the dusky 
moor at Glenelg, and abused his faithful follower in such terms 
that ' Bozzy ' could sleep little the night after — ' Dr. Johnson's 
anger had affected me much. , How Johnson drank whisky- 
toddy in Skye and gave his ideas about a seraglio;* and how, 

* 'Thursday, Sept. 16. — After the ladies were gone from table, we 
talked of the Highlanders not having sheets ; and this led us to consider 
the advantage of wearing linen. 

1 Johnson. — " All animal substances are Less cleanly than vegetable. Wool, 
of which flannel is made, is an animal substance ; flannel, therefore, is not 
so cleanly as linen. I remember I used to think tar dirty ; but when I 
knew it to be only a preparation of the juice of the pine, I thought so no 
longer. It is not disagreeable to have the gum that oozes from a plum- 
tree upon your fingers, because it is vegetable ; but if you have any candle- 
grease, any tallow upon your fingers, you are uneasy till you rub it off. I 
have often thought that if I kept a seraglio the ladies should all wear linen 
gowns, or cotton — I mean stuffs made of vegetable substances. I would 
have no silk ; you cannot tell when it is clean ; it will be very nasty before 
it is perceived to be so. Linen detects its own dirtiness." 

'To hear the grave Dr. Samuel Johnson, "that majestic teacher of 
moral and religious wisdom," while sitting solemn in an arm-chair in the 
Isle of Skye, talk ex cathedrd of his keeping a seraglio, and acknowledge 
that the supposition had often been in his thoughts, struck me so forcibly 
with ludicrous contrast that I could not but laugh immoderately. He was 
too proud to submit, even for a moment, to be the object of ridicule, and 
instantly retaliated with such keen sarcastic wit, and such a variety of 
degrading images, of every one of which I was the object, that though I 
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when a pretty little lady sat on his knee and kissed him, the 
old boy ' kept her on his knee and kissed her, while he and 
she drank tea,' all the company being much ' entertained to see 
him so grave and pleasant* How he had honour everywhere, 
and won love to crown it. How nightly he turned his dear, 
purblind, gentle face to God, and communed with his own soul, 
as it was his wont to do, especially on his birthday.* There 
are no sweeter bits of literature in the world than these few 



can bear such attacks as well as most men, I yet found myself so much the 
sport of all the company, that I would gladly expunge from my mind every 
trace of this severe retort.' — * Boswell's Tour to the Hebrides.' 

* The following is among Dr. Johnson's ' Prayers and Meditations ' : — 

'Talisker, in Skye, Sept. 24, 1773. 

' On last Saturday was my sixty-fourth birthday. I might, perhaps, have 
forgotten it, had not Boswell told me of it ; and, what pleased me less, 
told the family at Dunvegan. The last year is added to those of which 
little use has been made ; I tried in the summer to learn Dutch, and was 
interrupted by an inflammation in my eye. I set out in August on this 
journey to Skye. I find my memory uncertain, but hope it is only by a 
life unmethodical and scattered. Of my body I do not perceive that 
exercise or change of air has yet either increased the strength or activity. 
My nights are still disturbed by flatulences. My hope is, for resolution I 
dare no longer call it, to divide my time regularly, and to keep such 
a journal of my time as may give me comfort on reviewing it. But when 
I consider my age, and the broken state of my body, I have great reason 
to fear lest death should lay hold upon me while I am only yet designing 
to live. But I have yet hope. 

' Almighty God, most merciful Father, look down upon me with pity ! 
Thou hast protected me in childhood and youth ; support me, Lord, in my 
declining years. Preserve me from the dangers of sinful presumption. 
Give me, if it be best for me, stability of purposes and tranquillity of mind. 
Let the year which \ I have now begun be spent to Thy glory, and to the 
furtherance of my salvation. Take not from me Thy Holy Spirit, but as 
death approaches prepare me to appear joyfully in Thy presence, for the 
sake of Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen.' 
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notes of a * Tour to the Hebrides/ made in the wild autumn 
season by Boswell and Johnson. 

It was at Loch Buy, the mouth of which we had just passed 
in the Ocean Queen, that Johnson met ' a true Highland laird, 
rough and haughty, and tenacious of his dignity, who, hearing 
my name, inquired whether I was of the Johnstons of Glencoe 
or the Johnstons of Ardnamurchan.' Johnson and Boswell 
both record the fact, but the former is silent about a still more 
amusing subject. On the morning after their arrival, Lady 
Lochbuy proposed that he (the Doctor) should have some cold 
* sheep's head ' for breakfast Sir Allan ' seemed surprised at his 
sister's vulgarity ;' but, says Boswell, 'from a mischievous love of 
sport, I took her part, and very gravely said, " I think it is but 
fair to give him an offer of it, and if he does not choose it, he 
may let it alone." So, when Johnson entered the room, Lady 
Lochbuy said to him, " Do you take any cold sheep's head, 
sir?" " No, Madam !" he thundered, in a tone of surprise and 
anger.' The sequel is perfect, in Boswell's own words. ' " It 
-is here, sir," said she, supposing he had refused it to save the 
trouble of bringing it in. Thus they went on at cross pur- 
poses, till he confirmed his refusal in a manner not to be mis- 
understood ; while I sat quietly by, and enjoyed my success.' 
Why the good Doctor should have refused a capital dish, in 
such a way, is quite beyond the question. 

We were soon rounding Duart Point, with the Lady's Isle 
and Lismore Lighthouse on our quarter. The ordinary High- 
land tourist has an opportunity of seeing this part of the Firth 
upon the deck of his steamer, and it is at all times a sight 
worth seeing — the tides between the Lady's Rock and the 
Lighthouse causing innumerable whirls, eddies, and counter- 
currents, very similar to those of the Dorus Mhor, and of 



THE FIRTH OF LORNE. 77 

course in rough weather raising a very heavy sea. As we 
passed, all around rock and lighthouse was white with foam, 
save where the eddies whirled the surface smooth. Leaving 
the boiling sheet behind us, we ran into the Sound of Mull ; 
past Duart Castle and Duart Bay; past the little village of 
Craignure and the wood-fringed hills of Scallastle; past the 
great Highlands of Morven, which rose to the right, with bluff, 
red-tinted crags descending sheer into the sea ; past Ardtornish 
Castle on its promontory, and the tiny entrance to * green Loch 
Aline's land-lock'd bay ;' — and ere long we were abreast of the 
outlying Tocks and isles of Salen, with Aros Castle looming 
distinct against the sunset, and saw Ben More and Bentalloch, 
the monarchs of Mull, rise up suddenly behind us, darkening 
as the sunlight faded. Still the wind blew on our quarter, and, 
now in smooth water, we rushed along, leaving on our right 
the parish of Morven with its fine stretches of green land and 
bushy wood, and on our left the land of Mull seeming wilder 
and more precipitous the nearer we drew to Tobermory. It 
was a glorious race. Ere dark we had passed several of the 
fishing fleet, and were fast gaining on some of the others ; and 
still the breeze kept just steady and strong enough for us to 
carry canvas. Old castles and fantastic headlands faded and 
darkened as we sailed. Picture after picture grew changed. 
The moon rose as we passed Calve Island and swept round to 
Tobermory Bay ; and here, as it was necessary to come close 
up to the wind, the little vessel half-drowned herself in lying 
over under her great sail. Five minutes after, however, the 
anchor was down in the bay, and all parties on board the little 
yacht turned in, thoroughly exhausted with the pleasure and 
excitement of the day. 

It is not my purpose to describe Tobermory. Putting aside 
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the excellence of its bay as an anchorage, it is simply the 
ugliest and dreariest place in the islands. The climate is de- 
testable, the rainfall unceasing, the inns vile, all things abomin- 
able. Yet this is an ungenerous description ; since Tobermory 
commands a fine view of the mouth of that most delightful of 
Highland lakes, Loch Sunart, and of the adjoining mountains 
of Ardnamurchan. On the present occasion we were anxious 
to get back to Lome as soon as possible. When day broke it ' 
was raining hard, but to our joy the little wind there was came 
from the west. As we ran out of the bay, the dim lights of 
dawn were dappling the base of the hills of Ardnamurchan, 
and the waters of Sunart loomed dark below, with a still gleam 
of silvery calm stretching across the mouth in the neighbour- 
hood of the black Stirks — two small rocky islets. Mighty 
veils of gray vapour covered the distant mountains, save in one 
distant place to the north, where the darkness was rent by a 
moist gleam of light and showed the livid peak of some great 
hill. Behind us, as we ran east, the great Ocean loomed with 
the slant shadows of the rain drawn in long streaks between 
water and cloud, and the sea glittering below like dark blue 
steel misted with breath. All the heavens was clouded, but, 
in Lachlan's parlance, ' she was going to be a good day.' 

It was a good day, and a long one. The wind came and 
went, shifting between west and west-by-south, often failing 
altogether; and the rain fell, more or less, constantly. We 
made slow work of it, though we carried our gaff-topsail, and 
though now and then we got a squall which shook and buried 
the boat. By three in the afternoon we were only off the 
mouth of Loch Aline, fifteen miles from our starting-place, 
floating on the slack tide, and hardly making an inch of way. 
But, nevertheless, h was a day to be remembered Never 
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did we feast our vision on finer effects of vapour and cloud; 
never did we see the hills possessed with such mystic power 
and meaning. The ' grays ' were everywhere, of all depths, 
from the dark slumberous gray of the unbroken cloud-mass on 
the hill-top to the silvery gray of the innumerable spears of 
the rain ; and there were bits of brown, too, when the light 
broke out, which would have gladdened the inmost soul of a 
painter. One little picture, all in a sort of neutral tint, abides 
in my memory as I write. It was formed by the dark 
silhouette of Ardtornish Castle and promontory, with the 
winter sky rent above it ; and a flood of white light behind it 
just reaching the stretch of sea at the extremity of the point, 
and turning it to the colour of glistening white-lead. That 
was all ; and the words convey little or nothing of what we 
saw. But the effect was ethereal in the extreme, finer by far 
than that of any moonlight 

After we had been becalmed for an hour off the Sheep 
Islands, which lie between Loch Aline and Scallasdale, we saw 
the water blacken far behind us, and Lachlan began to whistle 
up the wind ; but it was eight miles off and travelling very 
slowly, though there seemed plenty of it It was quite another 
hour before it reached us, and then it seemed very undecided 
whether to blow on or die ; gaining in vigour, however, it took 
us by fits and starts to within a mile of the lighthouse of Lis- 
more ; grew stronger, and took us another half mile nearer ; 
and finally, for no reason that we could discover, refused to go 
with us an inch farther. We were now in the midst of the 
fierce ebb-tide setting from the Lady's Rock, with the waves 
leaping round us and the eddies whirling, and a roar like 
thunder in our ears. Then occurred a succession of Tantalus- 
tricks of the most aggravating sort. "WYvexe Xtae. V\fe. XaSssk 
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there was not a breath of wind, and we were whirled backward, 
this way and that, till we again reached the black shadow where 
the wind was blowing. Then the wind, which was really strong, 
drove us again into the tide — which in its turn again drove us 
backward This occurred again and again, in spite of all our 
skill. The breeze came on only by inches, though our super- 
stitious Lachlan whistled madly. By-and-by we began drifting 
rapidly up the broad arm of the Firth, which runs northward 
between Morven and the long green island of Lismore, and 
only by frantic pulling with the long oars did we get out of 
the way of an ugly rock lying half a mile out from the island. 
By this time we were miserably wet and cold — and hungry 
too, for we had fared scantily. At last, to our joy, a breeze 
came off the Morven shore to reinforce the lazy breeze from 
the Sound, and we ran on bravely till we got into the full 
strength of the tide-way just abreast of the lighthouse. Here, 
though the breeze continued, we stuck, fairly anchored between 
wind and tide, and, in spite of all the efforts of the helmsman, 
whirling about at the mercy of the elements, with the waves 
leaping round us and the foam leaping over us, and the savage 
water roaring as if to swallow the little boat. ' Up with the top- 
sail, Lachlan !' It was done, and the yacht dived forward a few 
yards, with her bowsprit submerged, and the green waves roll- 
ing off her bows. But the wind was yet no match for the tide. 
Now we got forward a short distance ; then we swept back in 
an eddy. An hour passed thus. More than once we were 
swept so uncomfortably near to the lighthouse that we had to 
beat up to windward with the tide — and then we should have 
foundered indeed, if Lachlan had not been smart in hauling 
down the gaff-topsail. Not for another half-hour, when the 
tide began to slacken, did we get through the narrow passage, 
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and by that time all on board were dripping from head to 
foot ; and the little yacht, hull and sail, was bathed in salt 
water. Do you wonder that our first act, on reaching the 
smooth water of the Firth, was to get out the whisky-bottle and 
serve round the glorious spirit with no niggard hand ? 

Out in the open Firth the breeze was slack and fitful, but we 
crept slowly over towards Oban, the white smoke of which was 
visible ten miles away between the north end of Kerrera and 
the woody promontory of Dunollie. Northward, we saw the 
long dark arm of Loch Linnhe — here and there dotted with 
isles and rocks — closed in suddenly where the house of Airds 
gleamed like a wreath of snow in the midst of its woody bay, 
and surrounded on all sides by mountains slowly darkening in 
twilight Dim and melancholy loomed Dunstaffnage to the 
east, with Ben Cruachan and the Shepherds of Loch Etive 
blackening behind her. Far southward, off Kerrera, there was 
already a ghostly gleam on the ocean, cast by the invisible 
moon. 

But if we looked for moonlight, we were doomed to disappoint- 
ment When we had reached the centre of the Firth it was 
quite dark ; and, to add to our troubles, the wind had died 
entirely away, as is its wont on many summer nights, when dead 
calm lasts from evening to dawn. There was nothing for it but 
to put out the long oars, and pull the little yacht towards the 
anchorage, five miles distant Lachlan worked one oar man- 
fully, singing a monotonous Gaelic chant peculiar to him, while 
I laboured at the other. As the mist and darkness deepened, 
it became impossible to tell what progress was being made. 
Gradually, moreover, the whole land changed its form, and it 
became uncertain where lay the narrow entrance to Oban Bay. 
He who has never been afloat on such a night off such a coast 

6 
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as that of Lome, can scarcely conceive how mysteriously it 
seems to change, eluding the knowledge of the most experienced 
pilot. Clouds seem mountains ; shadows, islands ; islands, 
shadows : all is ghostly and confused For a long time we were 
steering by what seemed the Maiden Island, which lies at the 
mouth of the entrance to Oban, but we found presently that we 
had been looking at a solid bank of mist sleeping in the silent 
sea. At last, we found ourselves in the shadow of Kerrera, but 
Kerrera is six miles long, and we knew not what part of the 
island we were approaching ; so that at any moment we might 
strike one of those rocks and reefs with which its shores are 
sown. It therefore became expedient to let the yacht lie off, 
while I rowed in the punt towards the land and tried to make 
out the bearings of the coast A few strokes of the paddles, 
and I was alone in the solid black shadow — literally * dark- 
ness visible ' — of the island. I rowed on for some minutes, 
and then leant on the oars to reconnoitre. The dark- 
ness was awful, the stillness was deathlike, broken only by the 
wash of the fathomless water, and the dreary moan of the sea- 
birds roosting on the isles. Once or twice the curlew uttered, 
far off in the night, his weird melancholy whistle, as he flew 
from one ghostly bay to another ; but neither by sight nor 
sound could I discover my precise whereabouts. The more I 
rowed, the more the land changed shape and receded All was 
mysterious darkness. In sheer despair, I turned back towards 
the yacht, which was lost in the gloom. I shouted. The 
cliffs moaned an answer ; and a sea-gull screamed. I shouted 
again and again. At last, faint and far away, I heard another 
voice crying ; and so guided, I at last got on board the yacht 

Not for hours after, when the atmosphere became somewhat 
clearer, did we succeed in making out the shape of the land ; 
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and when we did so, we found we had drifted far down Kerrera, 
and were not a hundred yards from one of the worst outlying 
reefs. It was weary work pulling along the dark coast of the 
island. By the time we got to our anchorage dawn was 
breaking; and just as we hauled down our sails, a fresh 
morning breeze sprang up and whistled merrily in the rigging. 

During the little voyage that has just been recorded, the 
Ocean Queen had behaved tolerably, for the simple reason that 
she had no chance of showing her worst qualities— namely, 
crankness under canvas and awkwardness in ' coming round/ 
On other occasions she fully justified her sobriquet of the 
Coffin. Whenever the wind blew hard, she could not carry a 
rag of canvas ' beating ;' and when squalls came, it was a 
miracle she floated at all, so wildly did she heel over and ship 
the green water. She was certainly a prize for any used-up 
person in search of a new sensation. Then, again, her clumsi- 
ness occasioned other perils. Twice, in the tideway off the 
mouth of Loch Etive, she was nearly swept to destruction, 
because she would not answer the helm. Once, she was driven 
like a straw past the great rock at the mouth of Loch Aline, 
actually scraping the weeds thereon, and only escaping by an 
inch. In short, she supplied the owner's system with a series 
of gratuitous galvanic shocks, which a very daring person 
might have deemed pleasant excitement, but which to my mind 
were anything but delightful. Even a soldier in war-time is not 
always under fire, or he would soon sicken and grow weary ; but 
in the Ocean Queen we were ever more or less in peril, all the 
ferocious elements being leagued against a cockleshell. 

Not without great reluctance, however, did I part with the 
Ocean Queen. Crank and fitful as she was, frequently as she 
had put our lives in danger, I had learned to i^px&Y\st \*\ftv 

6— i 
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affection. How many a glorious scene I had beheld from that 
little cockpit ; how many a golden day had I wasted, stretched 
full length on that narrow deck ! With all her faults, the little 
yacht was beautiful to look upon, and very snug for her 
tonnage. 

But when the little Tern came in her place, the fickleness of 
man's heart was proven, for the old love was gone in a moment, 
and the new love took its place. The Tern was two tons' 
smaller, and belonged to the same family — being a racer which 
had won several prizes; but she had far better * bearings,' 
being much shorter in proportion to her beam. She, too, was 
of course a toy : a mere little wind-straw of a boat, though 
destined to weather many a storm that tried bigger vessels. In 
her tiny cabin, where it was impossible to sit upright, I was to 
sleep for many months, while exploring the strange shores of 
the Hebrides, from Lome to Long Island. Lachlan Finlay 
went back to his shop, there to resume his old occupation of 
sitting on a sack and whittling sticks ; and in his place, when 
the little Tern was ready for sailing, her tiny cabin well stocked 
with all necessaries for a long cruise, Hamish Shaw, the pilot, 
came from his fishing in the Firth of Clyde and swung up his 
hammock in the forecastle, just as the cuckoos were swarming 
over every hill in Lome. 



PART II. 
THE CRUISE OF THE 'TERN.' 



CHAPTER I. 

THE ' TERN'S ' FIRST FLIGHT. 

When the little cutter Tern, agile and beautiful as the sea- 
swallow from which she takes her name, weighed anchor in 
Tobermory Harbour, and began to work westward through the 
Sound of Mull towards Ardnamurchan, the long swell coming 
in from the Atlantic was beginning to whiten under a stiff 
breeze from the north-west ; and it became a question whether 
or not she should fold down her wings and run back to her nest 
in the bay. 

We looked wistfully to windward, and began to doubt our 
wisdom in venturing so far on board so tiny a craft — seven tons 
register, open ' aft,' and rigged with a heavy boom and racing 
mainsail, sure to bring her on her broadside in stormy weather. 
The gloomy prognostics of both fair-weather yachtsmen and 
hard-weather seamen were sharply remembered, as the big 
rollers began to break wildly over our weather-bow, and the 
strong wind to lay the decks under to the very edge of the 
cockpit ' combing.' But the Viking in the blood prevailed. A 
third reef was taken in the mainsail, and the little craft was 
urged on ; and scarcely had she beaten two miles and a half 
to windward, when the breeze died suddenly away, and the 
waters, washing troublously, grew weaker and \*eakex.> >SSl ^ss. 
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tops of the long heaving rollers were almost calm. A light air 
and a strong tide soon carried the Terti outside of Ardnamur- 
chan, where, dripping and quivering like a thing of life, she has 
paused nearly becalmed, with the lonely Islands whither she is 
bound opening one by one on the. dim and shadowy sea. 

To the south lies Mull in mist, piling her dull vast hills out 
above the line of breaking foam ; while away to the south-west 
cairn after cairn, looming through the water, show where barren 
Coll is weltering in the gloomy waste. To the far west, only 
cloud resting on cloud, above the dim unbroken water-line of 
the Atlantic. But northward all brightens, for the storm has 
passed thence with the wind, and the sunlight has crept out 
cold and clear on craggy Rum, whose heights stretch grey and 
ghostly against a "cloudless sky. Hard by, in shadow, looms the 
gigantic Scaur of Eig, looking down on the low and grassy line 
of Muck, 

' Set as an emerald in the casing sea.' 

Beyond all these, peeping between Rum and Eig, pencilled in 
faint and ghostly peaks hued like the heron's breast, are the 
wondrous Cuchullin Hills of Skye — born of the volcano on 
some strange morning in the age of mighty births. The eye 
seeks to go no farther. It rests on those still heights, and in 
a moment the perfect sense of solitude glides into the soul : 
thought seems stationary, brooding over life subdued. 

For a night such as that words are the merest pencil- 
scratches, and for the feeling awakened by such sights there 
is no kind of symbol at all. In trying accurately to describe 
nature, one glides at once into the mood of the cicerone ; for 
the moment of enjoyment has passed, and the pain of explana- 
tion has begun. The still power of waters is not quite to be 
felt until the very body and blood have kncywn their stormy 
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might ; and how better know their might than by slipping out 
upon the waste in as tiny a vessel as can live thereon ? The 
smaller the craft, the fewer the fellow-beings at hand, the in- 
tenser the enjoyment both of storm and calm. It is a proud 
pleasure to dash like a sea-fowl under the very mouth of the 
tempest, conscious of the life in one's veins, drunken as it were 
with the excitement and uncertainty of the hour — awake to 
every 'quiver of the little yielding creature under the wings of 
which you fly, feeling its panting breath come and go with 
your own, till perchance its wings are folded down close, and 
it swims with you for very life before the elements which follow 
screaming in its track. After a flight so fine, the soul is ready 
for strange calm waters and melancholy peaks, fit to feel the 
pathos and sweetness of things at rest, ending with that dim 
pathetic tremble, amid which we seem to feel God's shadow on 
our souls. In this life, and perhaps in lives beyond, there seems 
need of some such preparation for great spiritual peace ; and it 
is therefore a poor soul which has not felt some very rough 
weather. 

The British lover of beauty wanders far, but we question if 
he finds anywhere a picture more exquisite than opens out, 
vista after vista, among these wondrous Isles of the North. 
Here year after year they lie almost neglected, seen only by 
the hard-eyed trader and the drifting seaman ; for that mosaic 
being, the typical tourist, seldom quits the inner chain of main- 
land lakes, save, perhaps, when a solitary 'Saturday Reviewer ' 
oozes dull and bored out of the mist at Broadford or Portree, 
takes a rapid glare at the chilly Cuchullins, and, shivering with 
enthusiasm, hurries back to the South. The heights of Rum, 
the kelp-caverns of Islay, the fantastic cliffs of Eig, scarcely 
ever draw the sightseer ; Canna lies urwis\te& vcv \he. ^&\\sxnj 
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sea ; and as for the Outer Hebrides — from Stornoway to Barra 
Head — they dwell ever lonely in a mist, warning off all fair- 
weather wanderers. A little, a very little has been said about 
these Isles ; but to all ordinary people they are less familiar 
than Cairo, and farther off than Calcutta. 

Forbidding in their stern beauty, isolated and sea-surrounded, 
they possess no superficial fascinations ; their power is one that 
grows, their spell is that of the glamour, holding only the slowly- 
selected souL Not merely because these Isles are so strangely, 
darkly lovely, but because we owe to them so much that is 
noblest and best in the heart of our modern life, did it seem 
fitting to attempt some faint pictures of their scenery and their 
people ; and to wander from island to island, mixing freely 
with poor folk, seeing and noting what may afterwards pass into 
noble nourishment for the heart, is the errand of those on board 
the little Tern. 

* For many a tale 
Traditionary round the mountains hung, 
And many a legend, peopling the dark woods.' 

As the eye became more and more accustomed to hill and sea, 
as the first mood of awe and pleasure at the weird vistas wore 
away, human figures, group after group before invisible, loomed 
slowly into view : the kelp-burner moving blackly through the 
smoke of his fire on the savage shore ; the herring-fishers toss- 
ing at their nets, while the midnight sea gleams phosphorescent 
below and the clouds blacken in the lift above ; the wild, wan- 
dering women, foul with the fish they are gutting, shrieking like 
the cloud of gulls that hover over their heads ; the quaint 
country-folk streaming down to the little port on holidays and 
fair-days ; the shepherd on his hill, the lobster-fisher in the quiet 
bay ; the matron grinding her corn and weaving her petticoat 
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with instruments hundreds of years behind the age ; and all these 
moving against so mighty a background, and speaking a speech 
stranger to common ear than any modern tongue of Europe — 
a speech old as the hills and full of their mysterious music and 
power. Here surely was something for the eye and heart to 
rest upon, a life subtly colouring ours through many genera- 
tions, yet preserved quite fresh and unchanged by the spirit 
of the waters — a life far more surely part of us and ours than 
that of Florence, or Paris, or Wiesbaden. 

To lie becalmed in the little Tern off the terrible Rhu, the 
Ardnamurchan, most dreaded by those best acquainted with 
its mighty tides and fierce waters, is by no means an unmixed 
pleasure. Yonder stretches the Ocean, dead-still now, but 
likely to be roused in an instant into frenzy ; and, even more 
to be dreaded, half a mile on the starboard bow, the gloomy 
cliffs of the point seem coming nearer, as the fitful eddies of 
the tide swing the vessel this way and that Out go the long 
oars, and slowly, very slowly, the Tern draws from the shore. 
Two long hours of hard pulling, with scarcely any perceptible 
progress, is not altogether desirable, even in the presence of a 
scene so fair ; and one whistles for the wind more and more 
impatiently. At last the waters ripple black to northward, the 
huge mainsail-boom swings over with a heavy jerk, and in a 
minute the Tern flashes ahead full of new life, and the sky 
brightens over a fresh and sparkling sea, and with hearts 
leaping, all canvas set, and the little kittiwakes screaming in 
our track, we leave the mighty Rhu behind. 

We are four — the Skipper, the Pilot, myself, and the 
Cook — only the seaman being a sailor by profession. The 
Skipper, to describe him briefly, is a wild, hirsute being, 
generally inclined (as Walt Whitman puts it) to 'loafe and 
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invite his soul.' The Pilot is of another turn, a Gaelic 
fisher, deep in knowledge of small craft, and full of the 
dreamy reasonings of his race. As for myself — 

' A subtle-souled psychologist, 
All things he seemed to understand, 
Of old or new, or sea, or land, 
But his own mind — which was a mist ;' 

in other* words, I am a nondescript, a mooner on the skirts of 
philosophy, whose business it is to take notes by flood and fell, 
and cater for the kitchen with rod and gun. What I provide 
is prepared to perfection by the Cook in a den about the size 
of an ordinary cupboard, and served up in a cabin where Tom 
Thumb might have stood upright and a shortish man have just 
lain at full length. Over the sleeping accommodation let us 
draw a veil. 

As the Tern flies nearer to the mighty Scaur of Eig, a beetling 
precipice towering 1300 and odd feet above the sea, the sun is 
sloping far down westward behind the lofty peaks of Rum ; 
and in deep purple shadow, over the starboard bow, the rugged 
lines of the mainland, from Loch Moidart to the Sound of 
Sleat, open up, gloam strangely, and fade, ridge after ridge, 
away. The distant Cuchullins grow yet more ghostly against 
the delicate harebell of the sky, catching on their peaks the 
roseate tints of sunset ; and the mountains of Rum deepen 
more and more in under-shadow, as the light flames keener on 
their rounded heights. The wind falls again, faint airs come 
and go, and the low sound of the sea becomes full of a strange 
hush. At such an hour, one remembers with a chill shiver the 
terrible story of the Cave of Eig. In the old bloody days, the 
inhabitants had given dire offence to the Macleod, and the chief 
came over, with all his clan at his heels, to butcher the 



THE ' TERN'S ' FIRST FLIGHT. 93 

offenders. But not a soul was visible — only the white snow ; 
for it was winter-time. Every inhabitant, man, woman, and 
child, had taken refuge in the great cave. The Macleods were 
about to return to their boats, when they discovered footprints 
in the snow. Tracing these, they came to the mouth of the 
great cave. Then, with a devilish ingenuity, the cruel chief 
ordered a great fire of turf and fern to be lit at the mouth of 
the cavern. There was no escape ; all the poor shrieking folk 
were suffocated. This is no mere legend, but horrible truth. 
Until very recently, the cave was full of human bones, and some 
remain still, though the busy hands of visitors have carried off 
the most perfect remains. ' Something ails it now — the place 
is curst !' One sees and hears it all — the flame shining lurid in 
the white snow, the black smoky cloud at the mouth of the cave, 
the grimly-grinning caterans piling up the fire with wild yells, 
and the wild shrieks of the murdered floating out upon the 
winter wind ! 

* On Scooreigg next a warning light 
Summon'd her warriors to the fight ; 
A numerous race, ere stern Macleod 
O'er their bleak shores in vengeance strode ! 
When all in vain the ocean-cave 
Its refuge to its victims gave. 
The Chief, relentless in his wrath, 
With blazing heath blockades the path ; 
In dense and stifling volumes roll'd, 
The vapour fill'd the cavern'd hold ! 
The warrior threat, the infant's plain, 
The mother's screams, were heard in vain ; 
The vengeful Chief maintains his fires, 
Till in the vault a tribe expires ! 
The bones which strew that cavern's gloom, 
Too well attest their dismal doom.'* 

* Scott's ' Lord of the Isles.' The following is Sir Walter Scott's note 
of a visit to Eigg : ' 26th August, 1814. — At seven this morning we were 
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As we draw close under the lee of Rum, the still sea is 
darkened on every side with patches as of drifting sea-weed, 
and there is a still flutter as of innumerable little wings. Hither 
and thither, skimming the water in flocks of eight or ten, dart 
the beautiful shearwaters (jpuffini Anglorum of the ornithologists), 
seizing their prey from the sea with their tender feet as they fly ; 

in the Sound which divides the Isle of Rum from that of Eigg. The 
latter, although hilly and rocky, and traversed by a remarkably high and 
barren ridge, called Scoor-Rigg, has, in point of soil, a much more promis- 
ing appearance. Southward of both lies the Isle of Muich, or Muck, a 
low and fertile island, and though the least, yet probably the most valuable 
of the three. We manned the boat, and rowed along the shore of Eigg in 
quest of a cavern, which had been the memorable scene of a horrid feudal 
vengeance. We had rounded more than half the island, admiring the 
entrance of many a bold natural cave, which its rocks exhibited, without 
finding that which we sought, until we procured a guide. Nor, indeed, 
was it surprising that it should have escaped the search of strangers, 
as there are no outward indications more than might distinguish the 
entrance of a fox-earth. This noted cave has a very narrow opening, 
through which one can hardly creep on his knees and hands. It rises steep 
and lofty within, and runs into the bowels of the rock to the depth of two 
hundred and fifty-five measured feet ; the height at the entrance may be 
about three feet, but rises within to eighteen or twenty, and the breadth 
may vary in the same proportion. The rude and stony bottom of this cave 
is strewed with the bones of men, women, and children, the sad relics of 
the ancient inhabitants of the island, two hundred in number. The date of 
this dreadful deed must have been recent, if one may judge from the fresh 
appearance of those relics. I brought off, in spite of the prejudice of our 
sailors, a skull from among the numerous specimens of mortality which the 
cavern afforded. Before re-embarking we visited another cave, opening to 
the sea, but of a character entirely different, being a large open vault, as 
high as that of a cathedral, and running back a great way into the rock at 
the same height. The height and width of the opening gives ample light 
to the whole. Here, after 1745, when the Catholic priests were scarcely 
tolerated, the priest of Eigg used to perform the Roman Catholic service, 
most of the islanders being of that persuasion. A huge ledge of rocks 
rising about half-way up one side of the vault served for altar and pulpit ; 
and the appearance of a priest and Highland congregation in such an extra- 
ordinary place of worship might have engaged the pencil of Salvator.' 
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while under them, wherever the eye rests, innumerable marrots 
and guillemots float, dive, and rise. All these have their nests 
among the purple-shaded cliffs close at hand. The black and 
green cormorants are there too, wary and solitary ; and the 
gulls, from the lesser black-backed to the little kittiwake, 
gather thickly over one dark patch of floating birds astern, 
where doubtless the tiny herring are darting in myriads. Save 
for the fitful cry of the kittiwakes, or the dull croaking scream 
of a solitary tern beating up and down over the vessel, all is 
quite still, and the presence of these countless little fishers only 
deepens the solitude. Quite fearless and unsuspicious, they 
float within oar's length of the vessel, diving swiftly at the last 
moment, and coolly emerging again a few yards distant. Only 
the cormorant keeps aloof, safe out of gun-range. Rank and 
unsavoury as this glutton is, his flesh is esteemed by fishermen, 
and he is so often hunted, that he is ever on the watch for 
danger. 

Low, undulating, grassy, yonder is Muck — the Gaelic Eilan- 
na-Muchel, or Isle of Swine — Buchanan's Insula Porcorum. It 
is green and fertile, an oasis in the waste. Muck, Eig, Rum, 
and Canna, form collectively the Parish of Small Isles, with the 
pastor of which Hugh Miller took his well-known geologic 
cruise. It must be no lamb-hearted man who carries the 
Gospel over these waters during winter weather. 

Lower, deeper, sinks the sun, till he is totally hidden behind 
the hills. Haskeval and Haleval, the two highest peaks of 
Rum, throw their shadows over the drifting Tern, while from 
some solitary bay inland the oyster-catchers and sealarks whistle 
in the stillness. A night mist coming from the west deepens 
the gloaming, and we look rather anxiously after a harbour. 
Somewhere, not far away, below the two peaks, lies a little loch, 
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with safe anchorage ; but no eyes, except those of a native, 

could pick it out in the darkness. We drift slowly upward on 

the flood-tide, eagerly eyeing every nook and cranny in the 

shadowy mass at our side. Just as the day dawns, we spy the 

mouth of the loch, and launching the long oars, make wearily 

towards it ; but the anchor is soon down, all cares are over for 

the time being, and, after pipes and grog, all hands turn in for 

a nap. 

Our slumbers are sweet though short, and ere long we are 

up on deck, looking around on Loch Scresort Viewed in the 

soft sparkling light of a windless summer morning, it is as sweet 

a little nook as ever Ulysses mooned away a day in, during his 

memorable voyage homeward. Though merely a small bay, 

about a mile in breadth, and curving inland for a mile and a 

half, it is quite sheltered from all winds save the east, being 

flanked to the south and west by Haskeval and Hondeval, and 

guarded on the northern side by a low range of heathery slopes. 

In this sunny time the sheep are bleating from the shores, the 

yacht lies double, yacht and shadow, and the still bay is painted 

richly with the clear reflection of the mountains : 

' Not a feature of the hills 
Is in the mirror slighted.' 

On the northern point of the loch, where the old red sandstone 
is piled in torn fantastic heaps high over the sea, gulls innumer- 
able sit and bask. ' Croak ! croak !' cries the monstrous 
hooded crow at their backs, perched like an evil spirit on the 
very head of the cliffs and squinting fiercely at the far-off sheep. 
A bee drones drowsily past the yacht, completing the sense of 
stillness and pastoral life. 

Scattered along the southern side of the bay are a few poor 
cottages, rudely built of stone and roofed with peat turfs, and at 
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the head of the loch is a comfortable whitewashed house, the 
abode of Captain Macleod of Dunvegan, the tenant of the 
island There is, moreover, a rude stone pier, where a small 
vessel might lie secure in any weather, and off which a battered 
old brigantine is even now unloading oatmeal and flour. Cast- 
ing loose the punt, we row over to the vessel, and begin a chat 
with the shrewd-looking ancient skipper, who is superintending 
the passage of the sacks into a skiff alongside. In that extra- 
ordinary dialect called Gaelic-English, which may be described 
as a wild mingling of Gaelic, bad Irish, and Lowland Scotch, 
he gives us to understand that he is at once the owner and 
master of his craft, and that he cruises from island to island 
during the summer, bartering his cargo of food for whatever 
marketable commodities the poor folk of the place may have 
prepared. His great trade is with the fishers, who pay him in 
dried fish, chiefly ling and cod ; but all is fish that comes to his 
net, and can be anyhow cashed in the South. Doubtless, the 
odds of the bargains are quite on his side. In answer to our 
queries as to the general condition of the islanders, he shakes 
his grey head dismally, and gives us to understand that but for 
him, and for such as he, many a poor household would perish 
of starvation. 

Starvation, however, does not seem the order of the day in 
Loch Scresort. On landing, and making for the first hut at 
hand, we find the cow, with her calf by her side, tethered a few 
yards from the dwelling, two pigs wallowing in the peat-mire 
close by, and at least a dozen cocks, hens, and chickens, 
running to and fro across the threshold, where a fresh, well-fed 
matron, with a smile for the stranger, salutes us in the Gaelic 
speech. With that fine old grace of hospitality which has fled 
for ever from busier scenes, she leads us into her cottage — a 

7 
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1 but ' and a ' ben.' The apartment into which we are shown, 
despite the damp earthen floor and mildewy walls, is quite a 
palace for the Highlands; for it has a wooden press bed, 
wooden chairs and table, and a rude cupboard, shapen like a 
wardrobe ; and the walls are adorned, moreover, by a penny 
almanac and a picture cut out of the Illustrated London News. 
Drink fit for the gods is speedily handed round, in the shape of 
foaming bowls of new milk fresh from the udder — a cup of 
welcome invariably offered to the traveller in any Highland 
dwelling that can afford it. A few friendly words warm up the 
good woman's heart, and she begins to prattle and to question. 
She is a childless widow, and her ' man ' was drowned. She 
dwells here all alone ; for all her relatives have emigrated to 
Canada, where she hopes some day to join them. On hearing 
that we have passed through Glasgow, she asks eagerly if we 
know a woman called Maggie, who sells eggs ; the woman's 
surname she does not remember, but we must have noticed her, 
as she is splay-footed and has red hair. She has never been 
farther south than Eig, and hence her notion of big cities. She 
longs very much to see Tobermory and its great shops — also to 
look up a distant kinsman, who has flourished there in trade. 
She tells us much of the laird and his family — the ' folk in the 
big house;' they are decent, pious people, and kind to the 
poor. Will she sell us some eggs ? Well, she has not heard 
the price of eggs this season, but will let us have some at 
fivepence a dozen. She loads the pilot with a basketful of 
monsters, and we go on our way rejoicing. 

Casting our eyes up the hill as we leave the cottage, we meet 
a pair of steadfast eyes, regarding us over a knoll a few yards 
distant ; and lo ! the head and antlers of a noble stag, a veri- 
table red-deer from the peaks. He has wandered down to prey 
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upon the little patch of corn, from which the widow with diffi- 
culty drives him and his mates many times in the day. A royal 
fellow ! Conscious of his immunity, he stares coolly at us with 
his soft yet powerful eye. We approach nearer — he does not 
move — a pistol-shot would stretch him low ; but suddenly espy- 
ing our retriever, who has lingered behind, lapping up some 
spilt milk, he tosses his head disdainfully, and turns to go. As 
Schneider the dog runs towards him, he breaks into a trot, then 
bounds suddenly over a boulder, and is off at full speed. The 
dog pursues him eagerly, but the fleet-footed one speeds silently 
away, floating lightly upward to the heights, and leaving his 
panting pursuer far behind. 

But the eye, following him upward, rests on the peaks, and is 
sublimed by a sudden sense of the silences broken only by the 
red-deer's splash in some dark tarn. Fading gradually upward 
from deep green to ashen-grey, mingling softly into the white 
little cloud that poises itself on the highest peak of all, the 
mountains lie in the crystalline air of a hazeless summer day. 
Every rock comes out clear, every stream shows its intense 
white seam against the hillside, and the knolls of crimson 
heather in the foreground seem visible to the tiniest leaf. 

The temptation is too great, and we are soon vigorously 
facing the lesser range of heights. On all the knolls around us 
the white canna-grass waves in the wind, and the yellow iris 
peeps among the green twigs of under-grass, and in the hollows 
here, where the peat is cut and piled for drying, we stop and 
pluck bog-asphodel. Higher we speed, knee-deep now in the 
purple heather — from which the dog scares moor-fowl under our 
very feet. The air rarefies, full, as it were, of holier, deeper 
breath. The deep red of the heather dies away into brown and 
green, and yet a few paces farther only green herbage carpets 

7— -z '- - J .':'• 
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the way — boulders thicken, the hillside grows still more steep, 
till at last, quite breathless with exercise and the sharp fine air, 
we get among the greystone cliffs and hugely-piled boulders of 
the peaks. 

The great glorious world lies around and beneath us — moun- 
tains, crags, and their shadows in a violet sea. Close at hand, 
to the northward, see Canna, with her grim shark's teeth of out- 
lying rock jutting up here and there, far out in the westward 
ocean ; and behind her tower the Cuchullin Hills of Skye, 
sharpening into peak on peak, blue mists brooding on their 
base, but all above snowed over with livid layers of hypersthene, 
and seamed with the black forked bed of torrents, that in wild 
weather twist down like lightning to the hidden lakes below. 

Far down westward on the ocean there is a long low line, as 
of cloud on the horizon. That is the Outer Hebrides, our 
Ultima Thule. The low levels are veiled by distance, but the 
hills and promontories — now a dull headland, beyond a stretch 
of highland — loom here and there through the mist — 

' The dreamy grief of the grey sea.' 

With a feeling distantly akin to that of the old wanderers of 
the waters, gazing from their frail barks at the cloud of unex- 
plored demesne, we eye our distant quarry. A far flight for the 
tiny Terri) on seas so great and strange ! Weary with a long- 
reaching gaze, our eye drops downward on the western side of 
the isle whereon we stand. The low grassy swell of the Minch 
breaks in one thin, creamy line against that awful coast — a long 
range washed into cliffs and precipices, and unbroken by a 
single haven or peaceful creek. When the mists and vapours 
gather here, and the south-wester comes pouring in upon these 
shores, and the sea rises and roars as it can roar only on rocky 
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coasts, many a brave ship goes to pieces yonder. There is then 
no hope on this side of time. Not a soul is there to look on 
from the land, and he who drifts living as far as the shore is 
dashed to pieces on its jagged wall. There is no pause, no 
suspense. A crash, a shriek, and nothing remains but spindrift 
and splintering planks. 

After a long ramble we regain our punt and are soon busy 
hoisting sail on board the yacht, for a fresh breeze has sprung 
up, which should waft us swiftly on to Canna. Up goes the 
Tern's white wings, and we fly buoyantly away, the faint scent of 
honeysuckle floating from the rocks as we round the jagged point 
of the bay. It is the last farewell of Loch Scresort — the last 
sweet breath of a sweet place. The sun shines, the spray 
sparkles, and with happy hearts and backward-looking eyes, we 
speed along on the joyful gentle sea. 

The breeze stiffens, blowing on our quarter, and the little 
Tern, though she carries a double reef in the mainsail, has soon 
about as much as she can bear ; but cheerily she foams through 
it, veritably ' like a thing of life,' fearless, eager, quivering through 
every fibre with the salt fierce play — now dipping with a stealthy 
motion into the green hollow of the waves, then rising, shiver- 
ing on their crest, and glancing this way and that like a startled 
bird ; drifting sidelong for a moment as if wounded and faint, 
with the tip of her white wing trailing in the water, and again, 
at the wind's whistle, springing up and onward, and tilting the 
foam from her breast in showers of silver spray. 

Though the breeze is so keen, there is neither mist nor rain. 
Far away yonder to the west, a slight grey streak hovers over the 
clear sea-line — and from thence, as from the out-pursed lip of a 
god, the invisible wind is blown. All is fresh and clear — the 
peaks of Rum, the far-off mainland — all save the white Cuchul- 
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lins, which have suddenly clothed themselves with their own 
smokes and vapours, through which they loom at intervals, 
Titan-like and forlorn. From the blank stony stare of hills so 
ghostly in their beauty, yet so human in their desolation, one 
turns to look at Kilmory Bay, which opens before us as we 
round the northern shores of Rum. It is a little space of 
shingly sand, yellow and white and glistening, slipped in be- 
tween grim crags and under the shadow of the mountains. 
The thin creamy line of foam stirs not on its edge, as the deep 
soft billows roll inward and lessen over shallows. Above, on 
the slope of the hill, there are stretches of grassy mead as green 
as any in Kent, and cattle grazing thereon ; and still higher, 
the heights of heather die away into hues of grey moss and 
lichen, till the stony peaks are pencilled grimly on the quiet 
azure of the sky. 

Canna is now in full view. The c castled steep,' as Scott 
calls its high cliff, towers in deep brown shadow, surrounded 
by green heights of pasture, while below is one long line of 
torn crags and caves, in the lee of which, on a stretch of nearly 
calm sea, the gulls and guillemots gather and the solan goose 
drops like a stone to his prey. The breeze now strikes nearly 
dead ahead, and the Tern has a sore struggle of it beating 
onward. Not until she is close in upon the jagged cliffs does 
the narrow entry into the harbour open, and it is a difficult job 
indeed to pick our way through the rocks, in the teeth of wind 
so keen ; but directly we round the corner of the cliffs, the 
little land-locked bay opens safe and calm, and, gliding into 
five-fathom water, we cast anchor just opposite the Laird's 
house. 



CANNA AND ITS PEOPLE. 103 

CHAPTER II. 

CANNA AND ITS PEOPLE. 

The Laird of Canna might fitly be styled its King ; for over 
that lonely domain he exercises quite regal authority, and he is 
luckier in one respect than most monarchs — he keeps all the 
cash. His subjects number four score — men, women, and 
childrea Some till his land, some herd his sheep. For 
him the long-line fishers row along the stormy coasts of 
Rum ; for him the wild boors batter out the brains of seals on 
the neighbouring rocks of Haskeir; the flocks on the crags 
are his, and the two smacks in the bay ; every roof and tene- 
ment for man or beast pays him rent of some sort. The solid 
modern building, surrounded by the civilized brick wall, is his 
palace — a recent erection, strangely out of keeping with the rude 

• 

cabins and heather houses in the vicinity. Yet the Laird of 
Canna is not proud. He toiled hard with his hands long 
before the stroke of good fortune which made him the heritor 
of the isle, and even now he communes freely with the lowliest 
subject, and is not above boarding the trading-vessel in the bay 
in his shirt-sleeves. A shrewd, active, broad-shouldered man is 
the Laird, still young, and as active as a goat. Though he sits 
late at night among his books he is up with the greyest dawn 
to look after his fields. You meet him everywhere over the 
island, mounted royally on his sturdy little sheltie, and gazing 
around him with a face which says plainly — 

' I am monarch of all I survey ; 
My right there is none to dispute." 

But at times he sails far away southward in his own boats, 
speculating with the shrewdest, and surely keeping his own. 
In the midst of his happy sway he has a fine smile and a kindly 



104 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

heart for the stranger, as we can testify. The great can afford 
to be generous, though, of course, if greatness were to be mea- 
sured by mere amount of income, the Laird, though a * warm ' 
man, would have to be ranked among the lowly. He has in 
abundance what all the Stuarts tried in vain to feel — the perfect 
sense of solitary sway. 

Think of it — dreamer, power-hunter, piner after the Napo- 
leonic ! A fertile island, a simply people, ships and flocks all 
your own, and all set solitary and inviolate in the great sea : 
for how much less have throats been cut, hearths desolated, 
even nations ruined ? There is no show, no bunkum, no flash- 
jewellery of power, but veritable power itself In old days there 
would have been the gleaming of tartans, the flashing of 
swords, the sound of wassail, the intoning of the skald ; but 
now, instead, we have the genuine modern article — a monarch 
of a speculative turn, transacting business in his shirt-sleeves. 
The realm flourishes, too. Each cotter or shepherd pays his 
rent in labour, and is permitted a' plot of ground to grow 
potatoes and graze a cow. The fishermen are supported in 
the same way. Both sexes toil out of doors at the crops, and 
take part in the shearing, but the women have plenty of time 
to watch the cow and weave homespun on their rude looms. 
All on the isle, excepting only the Laird himself, belong to 
the old Romish faith, even the Laird's own wife and children 
being Catholics. There is no bickering, civil or religious. The 
supreme head of the state is universally popular, and praised 
for his thoughtfulness and generosity — a single example of 
which is as good as a hundred. It is said to be the custom 
of many Highland proprietors, notably those of Islay, to levy a 
rent on those who burn the seaweeds and tangles on their shore, 
charging the poor makers about a pound on every ton of kelp 
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so produced Not so the Laird of Canna. ' He charges no- 
thing/ said our informant, a wild old Irish wanderer, whom we 
found kelp-burning close to our anchorage ; ' the Laird is too 
dacent a man to take rint for the rocks P 

One might wander far, like those princes of Eastern fable 
who went that weary quest in search of kingdoms, and fare 
far worse than here. Though environed on every side by rocks 
and crags, and ringed by the watery waste, Canna is fat and 
fertile, full of excellent sheep-pastures and patches of fine arable 
ground. Its lower slopes in times remote were enriched by the 
salt sea-loam, and its highest peaks have been manured for 
ages by innumerable sea-fowl. Huge sheep of the Cheviot 
breed cover all the slopes, finding their way to the most inac- 
cessible crags ; long trains of milch-cows wind from the hills 
to the outside of the Laird's dairy, morning and gloaming ; and 
in the low rich under-stretches of valley are little patches of 
excellent corn, where the loud c creek-creek ' of the corn-crake 
sounds harshly sweet. So much for the material blessings of 
the island. Now, let us note those other blessings which touch 
the eye and soul. 

It is a fish-shaped island, about five miles long and a mile 
and a half broad, throwing out by a small isthmus on the 
western side a low peninsula of grassy green. The main island 
forms a ridge, the cliffs of which rise on the northern side to 
about 1000 feet above the level of the sea, and descend on 
the southern side to the shore, by a succession of terraces of 
dazzling greenness, supported on magnificent columns of basalt. 
In the space between the peninsula (which, being separated 
from the mainland at high water, is sometimes called Sandy 
Island) and the south-eastern point of the mainland, lies the 
harbour, and across the isthmus to the west lies another greater 
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bay, so sown with grim little islands and sunken rocks as to be 
totally useless to navigators in any weather. The peninsula is 
somewhat low, but the crags of the main island tower to an 
immense height above the level of the sea. 

In a tiny bay opening to the east, towers the lofty rock 
whereon was situated the old tower, a few fragments of which 
are to be seen by anyone making the difficult ascent Here it 
was that a Lord of the Isles confined one of his mistresses — a 
story still current in the island, and familiar to strangers from 
Scott's lines : 

' Signal of Ronald's high command, 
A beacon gleatn'd o'er sea and land, 
From Canna's tower, that, steep and grey, 
Like falcon-nest o'erhangs the bay. 
Seek not the giddy crag to climb, 
To view the turret scathed by time ; 
It is a task of doubt and fear 
To aught but goat or mountain deer. 
But rest thee on the silver beach, 
And let the aged herdsman teach 

His tale of former day ; 
His cur's wild clamour he shall chide, 
And for thy seat by ocean's side, 

His varied plaid display ; 
Then tell, how with their Chieftain came, 
In ancient times, a foreign dame 

To yonder turret grey. 
Stern was her Lord's suspicious mind, 
Who in so rude a jail confined 

So soft and fair a thrall ! 
And oft, when moon on ocean slept, 
That lovely lady sate and wept 

Upon the castle-wall, 
And turn'd her eye to southern climes, 
And thought perchance of happier times, 
And touch'd her lute by fits, and sung 
Wild ditties in her native tongue. 



CANNA AND ITS PEOPLE. 107 

And still, when on the cliff and bay 
Placid and pale the moonbeams play, 

And every breeze is mute, 
On the lone Hebridean's ear 
Steals a strange pleasure mix'd with fear, 
"While from that cliff he seems to hear 

The murmur of a lute, 
And sounds, as of a captive lone, 
That mourns her woes in tongue unknown. — 
Strange is the tale — but all too long 
Already hath it stayed the song — 

Yet who may pass them by, 
That crag and tower in ruins grey, 
Nor to their hapless tenant pay 

The tribute of a sigh ? 

There is scarcely an old ruin in the north but is haunted by 
some spirit such as this — and there is a ruin on every head- 
land. 

Canna is the child of the great waters, and such children, 
lonely and terrible as is their portion, seldom lack loveliness — 
often their only dower. From the edge of the lapping water to 
the peak of the highest crag, it is clothed with ocean gifts and 
signs of power. Its strange under-caves and rocks are coloured 
with rainbow hues, drawn from glorious-featured weeds ; over- 
h ead, its cliffs of basalt rise shadowy, ledge after ledge darkened 
by innumerable little wings ; and high over all grow soft green- 
swards, knolls of thyme and heather, where sheep bleat and 
whence the herd-boy crawls over to look into the raven's nest. 
On a still summer day, when the long Atlantic swell is crystal- 
smooth, Canna looks supremely gentle on her image in the tide, 
and out of her hollow under-caves comes the low weird whisper 
of a voice ; the sunlight glimmers on peaks and sea, the beauti- 
ful shadow quivers below, broken here and there by drifting 
weeds, and the bleating sheep on the high swards soften the 
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stillness. But when the winds come in over the deep, tjie 
beauty changes — it darkens, it flashes from softness into power. 
The huge waters boil at the foot of the crags, and the peaks are 
caught in mist ; and the air, full of a great roar, gathers round 
Canna's troubled face. Climb the crags, and the horrid rocks 
to westward, jutting out here and there like shark's teeth, spit 
the lurid white foam back in the glistening eyes of the sea. 
Slip down to the water's edge, and amid the deafening roar 
spray rises far above you in a hissing shower. The whole 
island seems quivering through and through. The waters 
gather on all sides, with only one long glassy gleam to leeward. 
No place in the world could seem fuller of supernatural voices, 
more powerful, or more utterly alone. 

It is our fortune to see the island in all its moods ; for we are 
in no haste to depart. Days of deep calm alternate with days 
of the wildest storm — there is constant change. 

Everywhere in the interior of the island there are sweet 
pastoral glimpses. On a summer afternoon, while we are 
wandering in the road near the shore, we see the cattle 
beginning to flock from the pastures, headed by two gentle bulls, 
and gathering round the dairy-house, where, in c short-gowns,' 
white as snow, the two head-dairymaids sit on their stools. 
The kine low softly, as the milk is drawn from the swelling 
udder, and now and then a calf, desperate with thirst, makes a 
plunge at his mother and drinks eagerly with closed eyes, till 
he is driven away. Men and children gather around, looking on 
idly. As we pass by, the dairymaid offers us a royal drink of 
fresh warm milk, and with that taste in our lips we loiter away. 
Now we are among fields, and we might be in England — so 
sweet is the scent of hay. Yonder the calm sea glimmers, and 
one by one the stars are opening like forget-me-nots, with dew- 
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drops of light for reflections in the water below. Can this be 
Canna ? Can this be the solitary child of the ocean ? Hark ! 
That is the corn-crake, crying in the corn — the sound we have 
heard so often in the southern fields ! As we listen, our eyes 
are dim indeed, for we are murmuring the tender rhyme of the 
poet of Merkland — lines never yet published till now, but 
treasured up by us as something passionately sweet It seems 
his very voice we hear, murmuring them in the twilight. 

« THE CORN-CRAKE. 

' I've listened now a full half-hour, 
Nor knew that voice possessed the power 
Of Lethe's fabled wave to bless 
My spirit with forgetfulness. 

' The night is calm as my desire. 
I see the stars, yet scarcely see, 
So sweetly melteth all their fire 
Into the blue serenity. 
The mountains mingle with the haze, 
And the three glorious sycamores 
That stand before three cottage doors, 
And throw warm shadows on the floors 
On beautiful sunshiny days, 
Come out in firmer, blacker lines, 
Where softly bright a crescent shines. 
A famous crescent is it still 
Which seems to love this Merkland Hill 
As well as ever Helicon, 
And shines with as intent a will 
On Luggie, as it ever shone 
On Castaly in days of yore, 
When poesy was deepest lore 
And love the customary glee ; 
A land — a land of Arcady. 

' But whether in that land of dreams, 
When sun had set and many streams 
Were mingling in one murmurous moan. 
Thro' alder coverts flowing on, 
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Thy voice, dear Corn-crake ! sounded thro' 
The calmness, when the dear cuckoo 
Had fallen asleep in shady glen, 
Far from the paths of mortal men, 
I cannot tell ; yet I uphold, 
That never a more vernal cry, 
From lawn or air, or hedge or wood, 
Filled all the eager hungry sky, 
Or charmed a sylvan solitude. 

' O Corn-crake ! will you never weary ? 
You cry as if it were thy duty, 
And thy voice were all thy beauty, 
Do you cry that I may hear thee ? 
Not a bird awake but thee, 
Except, across the dim dim sea, 
The voluptuous nightingale 
Singing in an orange dale. ' 

By a word, by a tone, we are carried into a dream ; the 
nightingale sings, and the Scottish poem dies away among all 
the perfumes of the south ! 

When there is little or no sea, it is delightful to pull in the 
punt round the precipitous shores, and come upon the lonely 
haunts of the ocean-birds. There is one great cliff, with a huge 
rock rising out of the waters before it, which is the favourite 
breeding-haunt of the puffins, and while swarms of these little 
creatures, with their bright parrot-like bills and plump white 
breasts, flit thick as locusts in the air, legions darken the waters 
underneath, and rows on rows sit brooding over their young on 
the dizziest edges of the cliff itself. The noise of wings is cease- 
less, there is constant coming and going, and so tame are the 
birds that one might almost seize them, either on the water or 
in the air, with the outstretched hand. Discharge a gun into 
the air, and, as the hollow echoes roar upward and inward to 
the very hearts of the caves, it will suddenly seem as if the 
tremendous crags were loosening to fall — but the dull dangerous 
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sound you hear is only the rush of wings. A rock farther north- 
ward is possessed entirely by gulls, chiefly the smaller species ; 
thousands sit still and fearless, whitening the summit like snow, 
but many hover with discordant scream over the passing boat, 
and seem trying with the wild beat of their wings to scare the 
intruders away. Close in shore, at the mouth of a deep dark 
cave, cormorants are to be found, great black ' scarts,' their 
mates, and the young, preening their glistening plumage 
leisurely, or stretching out their snake-like necks to peer with 
fishy eyes this way and that They are not very tame here, and 
should you present a gun, will soon flounder into the sea and 
disappear ; but at times, when they have gorged themselves with 
fish, so awkward are they with their wings, and so muddled are 
their wits, that one might run right abreast of them and knock 
them over with an oar. 

Everywhere below, above, on all sides, there is nothing but 
life — birds innumerable, brooding over their eggs or fishing for 
the young. Here and there, a little fluff of down just launched 
out into the great world paddles about bewildered, and dives 
away from the boat's bow with a faint troubled cry. On the 
outer rocks gulls and guillemots, puffins on the crags, and 
cormorants on the ledges of the caves. The poor reflective 
human being, brought into the sound of such a life, gets quite 
scared and dazed. The air, the rocks, the waters are all astir. 
The face turns for relief upward, where the blue sky meets the 
summit of the crags. Even yonder, on the very ledge, a black 
speck sits and croaks ; and still farther upward, dwarfed by 
distance to the size of a sparrowhawk, hovers a black eagle, 
fronting the sun. 

There is something awe-inspiring, on a dead-calm day, in the 
low hushed wash of the great swell that for ever sets in from the 
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ocean ; slow, slow, it comes, with the regular beat of a pulse, 
rising its height, without breaking, against the cliff it mirrors in 
its polished breast, and then dying down beneath with a 
murmuring moan. What power is there ! what dreadful, fatal 
ebbing and flowing ! No finger can stop that under-swell, no 
breath can come between that and its course; it has rolled 
since Time began, the same, neither more nor less, whether the 
weather be still or wild, and it will keep on when we are all dead. 
Bah ! that is hypochondria. But look ! what is that floating 
yonder, on the glassy water? 

' O is it fish, or weed, or floating hair, 
O' drowned maiden's hair 7 

No ; but it tells as clear a tale. Those planks formed lately the 
sides of a ship, and on that old mattress, with the straw washing 
out of the rents, some weary sailor pillowed his head not many 
hours ago. Where is the ship now? Where is the sailor? 
Oh, if a magician's wand could strike these waters, and open 
them up to our view, what a sight should we see ! — the slimy 
hulls of ships long submerged ; the just sunken fish-boat,, with 
ghastly faces twisted among the nets ; the skeleton suspended 
in the huge under-grass and monstrous weeds ; the black shapes, 
the fleshless faces looming green in the dripping foam and 
watery dew ! Yet how gently the swell comes rolling, and how 
pleasant look the depths, this summer day — as if Death were 
not, as if there could be neither storm nor wreck at sea. 

More hypochondria, perhaps. Why the calm sea should 
invariably make us melancholy we cannot tell, but it does so, 
in spite of all our efforts to be gay. Walt Whitman used to 
sport in the great waters as happily as a porpoise or a seal, with- 
out any dread, with vigorous animal delight ; and we, too, can 
enjoy a glorious swim in the sun, if there is just a little wind, and 
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the sea sparkles and freshens full of life. But to swim in a 
dead calm is dreadful to a sensitive man. Something mesmeric 
grips and weakens him. If the water be deep, he feels dizzy, as 
if he were suspended far up in the air. 

We are harping on delicate mental chords, and forgetting 
Canna ; yet we have been musing in such a mood as Canna 
must inevitably awaken in all who feel the world. She is so 
lonely, so beautiful \ and the seas around her are so full of 
sounds and sights that seize the soul. There is nothing mean, or 
squalid, or miserable about Canna ; but she is melancholy and 
subdued — she seems, like a Scandinavian Havfru, to sit with 
her hand to her- ear, earnestly listening to the sea. 

That, too, is what first strikes one in the Canna people — their 
melancholy look ; not grief-worn, not sorrowful, not passionate, 
but simply melancholy and subdued. We cannot believe they 
are unhappy beyond the lot of other people who live by labour, 
and it is quite certain that, in worldly circumstances, they are 
much more comfortable than the Highland poor are generally. 
Nature, however, with her wondrous secret influences, has 
subdued their lives, toned their thoughts, to the spirit of the 
island where they dwell. This is more particularly the case with 
the women. Poor human souls, with that dark, searching look 
in the ,eyes, those feeble flutterings of the lips ! They speak 
sad and low, as if somebody were sleeping close by. When 
they step forward and ask you to walk into the dwelling, you 
think (being new to their ways) that some one has just died. 
All at once, and inevitably, you hear the leaden wash of the 
sea, and you seem to be walking on a grave. 

* A ghostly people P exclaims the reader ; * keep me from 
Canna !' That is an error. The people do seem ghostly at 
first, their looks do sadden and depress ; but the feeling soon 

8 
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wears away, when you find how much quiet happiness, how 
much warmth of heart, may underlie the melancholy air. When 
they know you a little, ever so little, they brighten, not into 
anything demonstrative, not into sunniness, but into a silvern 
kind of beauty, which we can only compare to moonlight A 
veil is quietly lifted, and you see the soul's face ; and then you 
know that these folk are melancholy, not for sorrow's sake, but 
just as moonlight is melancholy, just as the wash of water is 
melancholy, because that is the natural expression of their 
lives. They are capable of a still, heart-suffering tenderness, 
very touching to behold. 

We visit many of their houses, and hold many of their hands. 
Kindly, gentle, open-handed as melting charity we find them 
all ; the poorest of them as hospitable as the proudest chieftain 
of their race. There is a gift everywhere for the stranger, and 
a blessing to follow — for they know that after all he is bound 
for the same bourne. 

Theirs is a quiet life, a still passage from birth to the grave ; 
still, untroubled, save for the never-silent voices of the waves. 
The women work very hard, both indoors and afield. Some 
of the men go away herring-fishing in the season, but the 
majority find employment either on the island or the circum- 
jacent waters. We cannot credit the men with great energy of 
character ; they do not seem industrious. An active man could 
not lounge as they lounge, with that total abandonment of 
every nerve and muscle. They will lie in little groups for 
hours looking at the sea, and biting stalks of grass — not seem- 
ing to talk, save when one makes a kind of grunting observation, 
and stretches out his limbs a little farther. Some one comes 
and says, * There are plenty of herring over in Loch Scavaig — 
a Skye boat got a great haul last night.' Perhaps the loungers 
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go off to try their luck, but very likely they say, * Wait till to- 
morrow — it may be all untrue ;' and in all probability, before 
they get over to the fishing-ground, the herrings have dis- 
appeared. 

Yet they can work, too, and with a will, when they are fairly 
set on to work. They can't speculate, they can't search for 
profit; the shrewd man outwits them at every turn. They 
keep poor — but keeping poor they keep good. Their worst 
fault is their dreaminess ; but surely as there is light in heaven, 
if there be blame here, God is to blame here, who gave them 
dreamy souls ! For our part, keep us from the man who could 
be born in Canna, live on and on with that ocean murmur 
around him, and elude dreaminess and a melancholy like 
theirs ! 

' Bah !' cries a good soul from a city ; * they are lazy, like the 
Irish, like Jamaica niggers ; they are behind the age ; let them 
die !' You are quite right, my good soul ; and if it will be any 
comfort to you to hear it, they, and such as they, are dying 
fast They can't keep up with you ; you are too clever, too 
great You, we have no doubt, could live at Canna, and 
establish a manufactory there for getting the sea turned into 
salt for export You wouldn't dream — not you ! Ere long 
these poor Highlanders will die out, and with them may die 
out gentleness, hospitality, charity, and a few other lazy habits 
of the race. 

In a pensive mood, with a prayer on our lips for the future 
of a noble race destined to perish locally, we wander across the 
island till we come to the little graveyard where the people of 
Canna go to sleep. It is a desolate spot, commanding a distant 
view of the Western Ocean. A rude stone wall, with a clumsy 
gate, surrounds a small square, so wild, so like, \\\^ ^orcsst- 
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covered hillside all round, that we should not guess its use 
without being guided by the fine stone-mausoleum in the 
midst That is the last home of the Lairds of Canna and their 
kin ; it is quite modern and respectable. Around, covered 
knee-deep with grass, are the graves of the islanders, with no 
other memorial stones than simple pieces of rock, large and 
small, brought from the sea-shore and placed as footstones and 
headstones. Rugged as water tossing in the wind is the old 
kirkyard, and the graves of the dead therein are as the waves 
of the sea. 

In a place apart lies the wooden bier, with handspokes, on 
which they carry the cold men and women hither ; and by its 
side — a sight indeed to dim the eyes — is another smaller bier, 
smaller and lighter, used for little children. Well, there is not 
such a long way between parents and offspring ; — the old here 
are children too, silly in worldly matters, loving, sensitive, 
credulous of strange tales. They are coming hither, faster and 
faster ; bier after bier, shadow after shadow. It is the trades- 
man's day now, the day of progress, the day of civilization, the 
day of shops ; but high as may be your respect for the com- 
mercial glory of the nation, stand for a moment in imagination 
among these graves, listen to one tale out of many that might 
be told of those who sleep below, and join me in a prayer for 
the poor islanders whom they are carrying, here and in a 
thousand other kirkyards, to the rest that is without knowledge 
and the sleep that is without dream. 
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CHAPTER III. 

EIRADH OF CANNA: 

A Tale.* 

I. 

' She was a woman of a steadfast mind, 
Tender and deep in her excess of love ; 
Not speaking much, pleased rather with the joy 
Of her own thoughts.' 

Wordsworth's 'Excursion.' 

There was a man named Ian Macraonail, who lived at Canna 
in the sea. In the days of his prosperity God sent him issue — 
five lads and a lass. Now Ian had great joy in his five sons, 
for they grew up to be fine young men, straight-limbed, clean- 
skinned, clever with their hands ; and in the girl he had not 
joy, but pain, for she was a sickly child and walked lame 
through a trouble in the spine. Her name was Eiradh, and she 
was born to many thoughts. 

When she was born she cried ; nor did she cease crying after 
long days ; and folk seeing that she was so sickly a child, 
thought that she would die soon. Yet Eiradh did not die, but 
cried on, so that the house was never quiet, and the neigh- 
bours, when they heard the sound in the night, said, ' That is 
Ian MacraonaiPs bairn; the Lord has not yet taken her away.' 
When she was three years old she lay in the cradle still, and 
could not run upon her feet; and then foul sores came out 
upon her head — after they burst she had sound sleeps, and her 
trouble passed away. 

The mother's heart was glad to see the little one grow stiller 

* This tale is supposed to be told at the fireside, by a native of the 
Highlands, in the Highland tongue. Hence its peculiar idiom and local 
sentiment. 
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and brighter every day, and try to prattle like other children at 
the hearth ; and she nursed her with care, slowly teaching her 
to move upon her feet. Afterwards they taught her how to use 
a little crutch of wood which Ian himself cut in the long winter 
nights when he was at home. 

Ian Macraonail was a just man, and his house was a well- 
doing house, but Eiradh saw little of her father's face. In the 
summer season he was far away chasing the herring on the 
great sea, and even on the stormy winter days he was fishing 
cod and ling with a mate on the shores of Skye and Mull. 
When he came home he was wet and sleepy, and all the 
children had to keep very still. Then Eiradh would sit in a 
corner of the hearth and see his dark face in the peat-smoke. 
If he took her upon his knee, she felt afraid and cried ; so that 
the father said, 'The child is stupid; take her away.* But 
when he took her young brother upon his knee, the boy 
laughed and played with his beard. 

For all that the mother held Eiradh dear above all her other 
children, because she was sickly and had given her so much 
care. 

Ian had built the house with his own hands, and it looked 
right out upon the sea. All the day and night the water cried 
at the door. Sometimes it was low and still and glistening ; and 
it was pleasant then to sit out on the sand and throw stones into 
the smooth and glassy tide. But oftenest it was wild and 
loud, shrieking out as if it were living, dashing in the seaweed 
and planks of ships, and seeming to say, ' Come out here, come 
out here, that I may eat you up alive !' All the long night it 
cried on, while the wind tore at the roof of the house, and 
would have carried it far away if the straw ropes and heavy 
stones had not been there to hold it down. 
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Then Eiradh would hide her head under the blankets and 

think of her father, upon the sea. 

The water cried at the door. When Eiradh's eldest brother 
grew up into a strong youth, he went away with his father upon 
the sea. He stayed away so long that his face grew strange. 
When he came home he was sleepy and tired, like his father, 
and said little to his sister and brothers; but one day he 
brought Eiradh home a little round-eyed owl, like a little old 
woman in a tufted wig. Eiradh was proud that day. When 
the calliach opened its mouth and roared for food, she laughed 
and clapped her hands ; and she made the bird a nest in an old 
basket, and fed it with her own hands. She loved her great 
brother very much after that, and was happy when he came home. 

The water cried at the door. One day Eiradh's second 
brother joined his father and brother upon the sea, and ever 
after that was sleepy and tired like the others when he came 
home. The mother said to Eiradh, ' That is always the way ; 
boys must work for their bread.* But Eiradh thought to her- 
self, ' It is the sea calling them away. I shall soon not have a 
brother left in the house.' 

The water cried at the door till all Eiradh's five brothers went 
away. Then it was very lonely in the dwelling, and the days 
and nights were long and dull. When the fishers came home, 
their faces were all strange to her, and they seemed great rough 
men, while she was only a little sickly child. But they were 
kind. They told her wild stories about the sea and the people 
they had seen, and laughed out loud and merry at the wonder 
in her great staring eyes. They told her of the great whales and 
the sea-snakes that have manes like a horse and teeth like a saw ; 
and how the old witch of Barra smoked her pipe over her pot 
and sold the fishermen winds. 
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One night, when Eiradh was twelve years of age, she sat with 
her mother over the fire, waiting for her father and brothers to 
come home in the skiff from Mull. It was a rainy night, late in 
the year. Now, the mother had been ailing for many days with 
a heaviness and pain about the heart, and she said to Eiradh : 
' I feel sick, and I will lie down upon the bed to rest a little.* 
Eiradh kept very still that her mother might sleep,'and the pot, 
with the supper in it, bubbled, the rain went splash-splash at 
the door, till Eiradh fell to sleep herself. She woke up with a 
loud cry, and looking round her saw her father and brothers in 
the room. The steam was coming thick like smoke from their 
clothes, their faces were white, and they were talking to one 
another. She called to them not to make a noise, because 
mother was asleep ; but her father said in a sharp voice, * Take 
the girl away ; she is better out of the house.* Then a neigh- 
bour woman stepped forward, out of the shadow of the door, 
and said, 'She shall go with me.' When the woman took her 
by the hand and led her to the other house through the rain, 
she was so frightened she could not say a word. The woman 
led her in, and bade her seat herself beside the fire, where a 
man sat smoking his pipe and mending his nets. Then Eiradh 
heard her whisper in his ear, as she passed him, ' This is lame 
Eiradh with the red hair ; her mother has just died.' 

It seemed to Eiradh that the ground was suddenly drawn 
from under her feet, and she was walking high up in the air, and 
all around her were voices crying : ' Eiradh ! Eiradh with the 
red hair ! your mother has just died.' When that passed away, 
a sharp thread was drawn through her heart, and she could 
scarcely cry for pain ; but when the tears came, they did her 
good, washing the pang away. But it was like a dream. 
It was like a dream, too, the day when the woman took her 
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by the hand and led her back to the house. The sea was loud 
that day — loud and dark — and it seemed to be saying, with its 
great voice : * Eiradh ! Eiradh ! your mother has just died.' 
The home was clean and still ; father was sitting on a bench 
beside the fire in his best clothes, looking very white. When 
she went in he drew her to him and kissed her on the forehead, 
and she sobbed sore. The woman said, ' Come, Eiradh,' and 
led her aside. Something was lying on the bed all white, and 
there was a smell like fresh-bleached linen in the air ; then the 
woman lifted up a kerchief, and Eiradh saw her mother's face, 
dressed in a clean cap, and the grey hair brushed down smooth 
and neat. Eiradh's tears stopped, and she was afraid — it looked 
so cold. The woman said, ' Would you like to kiss her, Eiradh, 
before they take her away ?' But Eiradh drew her breath tight, 
and cried to be taken out of the house. 

That night she slept in the neighbour's house, and the next 
day her mother was taken to the graveyard on the hilL Eiradh 
did not see them take her away ; but in the afternoon she went 
home and found the house empty. It was clean and bright 
The peat fire was blazing on the floor, and there were bottles 
and glasses on the press in the corner. By-and-by her father 
and brothers came in, all dressed in their best clothes, and with 
red eyes ; and many fishermen — neighbours — stood at the door 
to take the parting-glass, and went away quite merry to their 
homes. But the priest came and sat down by the fire with her 
father and brothers, and patted Eiradh on the head, telling her 
not to cry any more, because her mother was happy with God. 
She went and sat on the ground in a corner, looking at them 
through her tears. Her father was lighting his pipe, and she 
heard him say, ' She was a good wife to me ; and the priest 
answered, ' She was a good wife and a good molest \ ^&a.\N»s> 
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gone to a better place.' Eiradh wondered very much to see 
them so quiet and hard. 

With that, the days of Eiradh's loneliness began. She had 
no mother now to talk to her in the long nights when her father 
and brothers were away upon the sea ; but she used to go to 
the neighbour-woman's house and sleep among the children. 
Oftenerthan ever before she loved to sit by the water and listen, 
playing alone ; so that her playmates used to say, * Eiradh is a 
stupid girl, and likes to sit by herself.' One day she went to the 
graveyard on the hill and searched about for the place where her 
mother was laid. The grass was long and green, and there 
were great weeds everywhere ; but there was one place where 
the earth had been newly turned, and blades of young grass 
were beginning to creep through the clay. She felt sure that 
her mother must be sleeping there. So she sat down on the 
grave and began to knit. It was a clear bright day, the sheep 
were crying on the hills, and the sea far off was like a glass ; and 
it was strange to think her mother was lying down there, so near 
to her, with her face up to the sky. Eiradh began wondering 
how deep she was lying, and whether she was still dressed in 
white. Her thoughts made her afraid, and she looked all 
around her. Though it was daytime, she could not bear to stay 
any longer, for she had heard about ghosts. As she walked 
home on her crutch, she looked round her very often, fancying 
she heard some one at her back 

Though Eiradh Nicraonail was a sickly girl, she was clever 
and quick, and she soon began to take a pleasure in the house. 
The neighbour- woman helped about the place and taught Eiradh 
many things — how to cook, how to make cakes of oatmeal on 
the brander, and how to wash clothes. She was so quick and 
willing, and longed so much to please her father and brothers, 
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that they said,' 'Eiradh is as good as a woman in a house, 
though she is so young.' Then Eiradh brightened full of pride, 
and ever after that kept the home clean and pleasant, and forgot 
her griefs. 

There was a man in Canna, a little old man with a club foot, 
who got his living in many ways, for he could make shoes and 
knew how to mend nets, and besides, he was a learned man, 
having been taught at a school in the south. Some of the. 
children used to go to him in the evenings, and he. taught them 
how to read ; but he was so sharp and cross that sometimes he 
would have nothing to say to them though they came. Now 
and then Eiradh went over to him, and he was gentler with her 
than with the rest, because she had a trouble of the body like 
■himself. He learned her her letters, and afterwards, with a 
wooden trunk for a desk, made her try to write. Often, too, he 
came over to her in the house, and smoked his pipe while she 
knitted ; but if her father or any of her brothers came in, he 
gave them sharp answers and soon went away, while they laughed 
and said, ' It is a pity that his learning does not make him more 
free. , He was a strange old man, and believed in ghosts and 
witches. Eiradh liked to sit and listen to his tales. He told 
her how the bagpipes played far off when anyone was going to 
die. He told her of a young man in Skye who could cause 
diseases by the power of the evil eye, and of a woman in Barra 
who used to change into a hare every night and run up to the 
top of the mountains to meet a spirit in black by the side of a 
fire made out of the coffins of those who died in sin. He had 
seen every loophole in Skipness Castle full of cats' heads, with 
red eyes, and every head was the head of a witch. He believed 
in dreams, and thought that the dead rose every night and 
walked together by the side of the sea. Oft&xv va. N^fe ^ax^ 



124 THE HEBRW ISLES. 

evenings, when Eiradh was sitting at his knee, he would take 
his pipe out of his mouth and tell her to listen ; if she listened 
very hard in the pauses of the wind, she would hear something 
like a voice crying, and he told her that it was the spirit of the 
poor lady who died in the tower, walking up and down, moaning 
and wringing its hands. 

As Eiradh grew older she had so much, to do in the house 
that she thought of these things less than before. But when 
she sat by herself knitting, and the day's work was over, voices 
came about her that belonged to another land, and she grew so 
used to them that their presence seemed company to her, and 
she was not afraid. By the time that she was seventeen years 
of age God's strength had come upon her, and she could walk 
about without her crutch. She had red hair, her face was white 
and well-favoured, and her eyes were the colour of the green 
sea. 

One night, when her father and brothers were sleeping with 
her in the house, Eiradh Nicraonail had a dream. She thought 
she was standing by the sea, and it was full of moonlight and 
the shadows of the stars. While she stood looking and listening 
there came up out of the sea a black beast like a seal, followed 
by five young ones, and they floated about in the light of the 
moon with their black heads up listening to a sound from far 
away like the music of a harp. All at once the wind rose and 
the sea grew rough and white, and the lift was quite dark. In 
a little time the distant music grew louder and the wind died 
away. Then Eiradh saw the beast floating about alone in the 
white moonlight and bleating like a sheep when robbed of its 
lamb ; and at last it gave a great cry and stretched itself out 
stiff and dead, with its speckled belly shining uppermost and 
the herring-syle playing round it like flashes of silver light. 
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With that she awoke, and it was dark night ; the wind was 
crying softly outside, and she could hear her father and brothers 
breathing heavy in their sleep. 

The next day, when her father and brothers sat mending their 
nets at the door she told them her dream. They only laughed, 
and said it was folly put into her head by the old man who 
taught her to read. But she saw that they looked at one 
another, and were not well pleased. All that day the dream 
troubled her at her work, and whenever she heard the sheep 
bleat from the hillside she felt faint. The next night she said 
a long prayer for her father and brothers, and slept sound. The 
dream did not come again, and in a few days the trouble of it 
wore away. But when the news came that they were catching 
herring in Loch Scavaig, and the fisherman and his sons began 
preparing their boat to sail over and try their chance, all 
Eiradh's fears came back upon her twentyfold. It was change- 
ful weather early in the year ; there were strong winds and a 
great sea. 

The day before the boat went away Ian had the rheumatic 
trouble so sore in his bones that he could not rise out of his 
bed ; and he was still so sick next day that he told the young 
men to go away alone, for fear of missing the good fishing. 
They went off with a light heart — four strong men and a 
tall lad. 

Ian Macraonail never saw his sons any more. Three days 
afterwards news was brought that the boat had laid over and 
filled in a squall, and that everyone on board had been drowned 
in the sea. 

Then Eiradh knew that her strange dream had partly come 
true, but that more was to come true yet. The water cried at 
the door. Ian sat like a frozen man in the hovi^tthdnttafe. 
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Eiradh looked at him her tears ceased — she felt afraid. He 
scarcely said a word, and did not cry, but he paid no heed to 
his meat. He looked like the man on the hillside when the 
voice of God came out of the burning bush. 

Again and again Eiradh cried ' Father !' and looked into his 
face, but he held up his hand each time to warn her away. A 
thread ran through her heart at this, for she had always known 
he loved her brothers best, and now he did not seem to remem- 
ber her at all. She went outside the home, and looked at the 
crying water, and hated it for all it had done. Her heart was 
sad for her five brothers who were dead, but it was saddest of 
all for her father who was alive. 

The priest came, and prayed for the dead. Ian prayed too, 
with a cold heart. Afterwards the priest took him by the hand, 
looking into his eyes, and said, ' Ian, you have suffered sore, 
but those the Lord loves are born to many troubles. ' Ian 
looked down, and answered in a low voice, ' That is true ; I 
have nothing left now to live for.' But the priest said, 'You 
have Eiradh, your daughter ; she is a good girl/ Ian made no 
answer, but sat down and smoked his pipe. Eiradh went out 
of the house, and cried to herself. 

Now, that day Ian Macraonail put on his best black gear and 
the black hat with the broad crape band. The black clothes 
made him look whiter. He took his staff, and went up over 
the hill on to the cliffs, over the place where the black eagle 
builds, and stood close to the edge, looking over at Loch 
Scavaig, where the lads were drowned. While he stood there 
a shepherd that knew him came by, and seeing him look so 
wild, fancied that he meant to take the short road to the kirk- 
yard. So the man touched him on the shoulder, saying, ' He 
sleeps ill that rocks himself to sleep — we are in God's hands, 
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and must bide His time.' Ian knew what the shepherd meant, 
and shook his head. ' I have been a well-doing man,' he said, 
' and mine has been a well-doing house. I have drunk a bitter 
cup, but the Lord forbid that I should do the sin you think of.' 
So the shepherd made the sign of the blessed cross, and went 
away. 

After that Ian wore his black gear every day, and every day 
he went up on the high cliffs to walk. He ate his meat quite 
hearty, and he was gentle with Eiradh in the house ; but he 
stared all around him like a man at the helm in a thick mist, 
and listened as the man at the helm listens in the mist for the 
wind that is coming. It was plain that he took little heart in * 
his dwelling, or in the good money he had saved. One day 
he said, ' When I go again to the herring-fishing, I must pay 
wages to strangers I cannot trust, and things will not go well. , 
The day after that, at the mouth of lateness, they found him 
leaning against a stone, close over the place where the black 
eagle builds ; and his heart was turned to lead, and his blood 
was water, and there were no pictures in his eyes. 

Now Eiradh Nicraonail was alone in the whole world. 



II. 

When Ian was in the narrow house where the fire is cold and 
the grass grows at the door, Eiradh sold the boats and the nets, 
and all but the house she lived in ; and when she counted the 
good money, she found there was enough to keep her from 
hunger for a little time. In these days she had little heart to 
work in the house and in the fields, and every time she thought 
of those who were lying under the hill she felt a salt stone rise 
in her throat In the long nights, when she was alone, voices 
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came out of the sea, and eyes looked at her — she heard the 
wind calling, and the ghost of the lady crying up in the tower 
— and she thought of all the strange things the old man had 
told her when she was small. Often her heart was so troubled 
that she had to run away to the neighbours and sit among them 
for company. She often said, ' I would rather be far away than 
here, for it is a dull place f and she planned to take service on 
some farm across the water. 

The women bade her wait and look out for a man, but 
Eiradh said, ' The man is not born that would earn meat for 
me.' She was dull and down-looking in these days, speaking 
little, but her bodily trouble was all gone, and she was clean- 
limbed and had a soft face. More than one lad looked her 
way, and would have come courting to her house at night, but 
she barred the door and would let no man in. One night, 
when a fisher lad got in, and came laughing to her bedside, he 
was sore afraid at the look of her face and the words of her 
mouth, though she only cried, ' Go away this night, for the love 
of my father and mother. I am sick and heavy with sleep.' 

These were decent and well-doing lads, shepherds earning 
good wage, but Eiradh had a face to frighten them away. 

The winter after Ian Macraonail died, Calum Eachern, the 
tailor, came north to Canna. The folk had been waiting for 
him since long, and there was much work to be done, so that 
Calum was busy morning and night in one house or another ; 
but though he had been busier, his tongue could never have 
kept still. Every night people gathered in the place where he 
worked, and those were merry times. He was like a full kist, 
never empty ; his tales were n^ver done. He had the story of 
the king of Lochlan's daughter, and how Fionn killed the great 
bird of the red beak, and many more beside. He loved best 
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to tell about the men of peace, with their green houses under 
the hillside, and about the changeling bairns that play the fairy 
pipes in the time of sleep, and about the ladies with green 
gowns, that sit in the magic wells and tempt the herdboys with 
silver rings. He had that many riddles they were like the 
limpets on the sea-shore. He knew old songs, and he had the 
gift of making rhymes himself to his own tune. So the 
coming of Calum Eachern was like the playing of pipes at 
a wedding on a summer day. 

Calum was little, narrow in the shoulders, and short in the 
legs. His face was like a china cup for neatness. He had a 
little turned-up nose, and white teeth, and he shaved his beard 
clean every day. He had little twinkling eyes like a fox's, and 
when he talked to you he cocked his head on one side like a 
sparrow on a dyke. 

One night, he was at work in a neighbour's house, and Eiradh 
went in with the rest. Calum sat on his board, and some were 
looking on and listening to his talk. When Eiradh went in, 
he put his head on one sideband looked at her, and said in a 
rhyme — 

* What did the fox say ? 
Huch ! huch ! huch ! cried the fox ; 
Cold are my bones this day — 
I have lent my skin to cover the head 
Of the girl with the red hair.' 

All the folk laughed, and Eiradh laughed too. Then she sat 
down on the floor by the fire, and hearkened with her cheek on 
her hand. Calum Eachern was like a bee in the time of honey. 
He stitched, and sang, and told tales about the men of peace, 
and the land where jewels grew as thick as chuckie-stones, and 
gold is as plenty as the sand of the sea. \N\\£mN^\^Nrai&\. 
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looked up, he had his head on one side, and his eyes were 
laughing at her. By-and-by he nodded and said : 

' What did the sea-gull say ? 
Kriki ! kriki ! cried the sea-gull ; 
Hard it is to hatch my eggs this day — 
I have lent my white breast 
To the girl with the red hair.' 

Then he nodded again, and said : 

* What did the heron say ? 
Kray ! kray ! said the heron ; 
Poor is my fishing in the loch this day — 
I have lent my long straight leg 
To the girl with the red hair.' 

With that he flung down the shears, and laughed till the tears 
were in his eyes. Eiradh felt angry and ashamed, and went 
away. 

But for all that, she was not ill-pleased. Listening to Calum 
Eachern had been like sitting out of doors on a bright sunny 

day. It made her heart light. All the night long she thought 

* 

of his talk. She had never heard tales like those before — 
all about brightness and a pleasant place. When she went to 
sleep, she dreamed she was in an enchanted castle all made of 
silver mines and precious stones, and that Calum Eachern was 
showing her a fountain full of gold fish, and the fountain 
seemed to fall in rhyme. All at once, Calum laughed so loud 
that the castle was broken into a thousand pieces, and when she 
woke up it was bright day. 

The day after that, who should come into the house but 
Calum Eachern. * A blessing on this house !' said he, and sat 
down beside the fire. Eiradh was putting the potatoes in the 
big pot, and Calum pointed at the pot and said : 
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'Totoman, totoman, 
Little black man, 
Three feet under 
And bonnet of wood !' 

Eiradh laughed at the riddle. Then Calum, seeing she was 
pleased, began to talk and sing, putting his head on one side 
and laughing. All at once he said, looking quite serious, ' It's 
not much company you will be having here, Eiradh Nicra- 
onail.' 

' That's true enough,' said Eiradh. 

'It's a dull house that is without the cry of bairns, I'm 
thinking.' 

' And that's true too,' said Eiradh. 

' Then why don't you take a man ?' said he, looking at her 
very sharp. 

Eiradh gave her head a toss, and lifted up the lid of the pot 
to look in. 

' Your cheek is like a rose for redness,' said Calum. ' Are 
ye ashamed to answer ?' 

At that, Eiradh lifted up her head and looked him straight 
in the face. 

' The man is not born that I heed a straw,' said she. 

Calum laughed out loud to hear her say that, and a little 
after he went away. * 

Eiradh did not know whether she was pleased or angry, and 
all that night she had little sleep. She did not like to be 
laughed at, and yet she could not be rightly angry with such a 
merry fellow as Calum. It seemed strange to her that he 
should come to the house at all. 

It seemed stranger, the next night, when Calum came in 
again, and sat down by the fire. 
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1 How does the Lord use you this night, Eiradh Nicraonail ?' 

1 The Lord is good,' answered Eiradh. 

' Can you read print ?' he said, smiling. 

' Ay,' answered Eiradh, ' print and writing too.' 

4 And that's a comfort/ said Calum. ' But I've brought you 
somebody to sit with ye by the fire in the long nights.' 

' And what's he like F asked Eiradh, thinking that Calum 
meant himself. 

' He's not over-fine to look at, but he's mighty learned. He's 
a little old man with a leather skin, and his name written on his 
face, and the marks o' thumbs all over his inside.' 

' And where is he this night ?' 

' This is him, and here he is, and many a merry thing he'll 
teach you, if you attend to his talking,' said Calum ; and he 
gave her a little book in the Gaelic, very old and covered with 
black print ; and soon after that he went away. 

When he was gone Eiradh sat down by the fire and turned 
over the leaves of the book that he had given her, and it 
seemed like the voice of Calum talking in her ear. There 
were stories about the fairies and the men of peace, and shiel- 
ing songs of the south country, and riddles for the fireside in 
the south country on Halloween. Eiradh read till she was 
tired, and some of the stories made her laugh afterwards, as 
she sat by the fireside with her cheek on her hand. She could 
not help thinking that it would be fine to live in the south 
country, where there was corn growing everywhere, and gardens 
full of flowers, and no sea. 

After that Calum Eachern came often to the house, and 

Eiradh did not tell him to stay away. Some of the folk said, 

c Calum Eachern has a bad name,' and bade Eiradh beware, 

because he had a false tongue. Eiradh laughed, and said, * I 
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fear the tongue of no man/ Every night she read the printed 
book, till she knew it from the first page to the last, and 
when she was alone she would sing bits of the songs to Calum 
Eachern's tunes. Sometimes she would stand on the sea-shore, 
and look out across the water, and wonder what like was the 
country on the other side of the Rhu. In those days she was 
sick of Canna, and thought to herself, ' If I was living in the 
south country I should not be afraid of them that are dead ;' 
and she remembered Calum's words, c It's not much company 
you will be having here, Eiradh NicraonanV 

One night there was a boat from Tyree in the harbour, and 
when Calum came in late Eiradh knew that he had been drink- 
ing with the Tyree men. His face was red, and his breath 
smelt strong of the drink. He tried hard to get his will of 
her that night, but Eiradh was a well-doing girl, and pushed 
him out of the house. She was angry and fit to cry, thinking 
of the words, c Calum Eachern has a bad name.' That night 
she had a dream. She thought she was walking by the side of 
the sea on a light night, and she had a bairn in her arms, and she 
was giving it the breast As she walked she could hear the 
ghost of the lady crying in the tower. Then she felt the babe 
she carried as heavy as lead, and it spoke with a man's voice, 
and had white teeth ; and when she looked at its face it was 
Calum's face laughing, all cocked on one side. With that she 
woke. 

When she saw Calum next he hung down his head, and 
looked so strange and sad that she could not help laughing as 
she passed by. Then he ran after, and she turned on him full 
of anger. But Calum had a smooth tongue, and she soon 
forgot her anger listening to one of his tales. She liked him 
best of all that day, for he was quiet, axvd &€nov^ raA xssvsx 
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laughed once. Eiradh thought to herself, 'The man is no 
worse than other men, and drink will change a wise man into 
a £001.' 

Calum never tried to wrong her again, but one night he 
spoke out plain, and asked her to marry him, and go home 
with him in a Canna boat to the south. It was a long while 
ere Eiradh answered a word. She sat with her cheek on her 
hand looking at the fire, and thinking of the night her mother 
died, and of her father and brothers that were drowned, and 
of the voices that came to her out of the sea. It was a rough 
night, and the wind blew sharp from the east, and she could 
hear the water at the door. Then she looked at Calum, and 
he had a bright smile, and held out his hand. But she only 
said, ' Go away this night/ and he went away without a word. 
All night long she thought of his words, 'It's a dull house 
without the cry of bairns,' and she remembered the days when 
her mother used to nurse her, and her father cut her the crutch 
of wood with his own hands. Next morning the sea was still, 
and the light was the colour of gold on the land beyond the 
Rhu. That day the folk seemed sharp and cold, and more 
than one mocked her with the name of Calum ; so that she 
said to herself, 'They shall not mock me without a cause;' 
and when Calum came to her the next night she said she would 
be his goodwife. 

Soon after that Calum Eachern and Eiradh Nicraonail were 
married by the priest from Skye ; and the day they married 
they went on board a Canna smack that was sailing south. 
An old man from Tyree was at the helm, and she sat on her 
kist close to him. Calum sat up by the mast with the men, 
who were all Canna lads, and as they all talked together 
CaJum whispered something and laughed, and all the lads 
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looked at her and laughed too. Calum was full of drink. He 
had a bottle of whisky in the breast of his coat, and as the 
boat sailed out of the bay he waved it to the folk on shore, and 
laughed like a wild man. 

Now Eiradh felt sadder and sadder as she saw Canna grow- 
ing farther and farther away; for she thought of her father 
and mother, and of the graveyard on the hill. The more she 
thought the more she felt the tears in her eyes and the stone 
in her throat Going round the Rhu she had the sea-sickness, 
and thought she was going to die. Though she had dwelt 
beside the sea so many years she had never sailed on the water 
in a boat 

III. 

Where Calum Eachern lived the folk had strange ways, and 
many of them had both the Gaelic and the English. Their 
houses were whitewashed and roofed with slate, and there was 
a long street with shops full of all things that man could wish, 
and there was a house for the sale of drink. The roads were 
broad and smooth as your hand, and on the sides of the hills 
were fields of corn and potatoes. The sea was twenty miles 
away, but there was a burn, on the banks of which the women 
used to tread their clothes. Eiradh thought to herself, ' It is 
not as fine a country as Calum said.' 

Calum's house was the poorest house there. It had two 
rooms, and in the front room Calum worked ; the back room 
was a kitchen with a bed in the wall. Eiradh had brought 
with her some of the furniture from her father's house, and 
plenty of woollen woof made by her mother's own hands ; and 
she soon made the place pleasant and clean. They had not 
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been home a day when the laird came in for the back rent that 
was due, and Eiradh paid the money out of her own store. 
She had the money in a stocking inside her kist, and some of 
it was in copper and silver, but there were pound-notes quite 
ragged and old with being kept so many years. 

It would take me a long winter's night to tell all that Eiradh 
thought in those days. She was like one in a dream. She 
felt it strange to see so many people coming and going in and 
out of the shops and houses, and the crowds on market-days, 
and the great hekp of sheep and cattle. The folk were civil 
and fair-spoken, but most of the men drank at the public- 
house. There was a man next door who would get mad-drunk 
every night he had the money, and it was a sad sight to see 
his wife's face cut and bruised and the bairns at her side crying 
for lack of food. Many of the men were weavers, and walked 
lame as Eiradh used to do, and had pale sickly faces, black 
under the eyes. The Gaelic they had was a different Gaelic 
from that the folk had in Canna, and sometimes Eiradh could 
not understand it at all. 

Now it was not long ere Eiradh found that Calum had a 
bad name in the place for drinking; and, besides, he had 
beguiled a servant lass the year before, under the promise of 
marriage. Eiradh thought of the night when he had come 
drunk to the house, but she said nothing to Calum. She 
would sit and watch him for hours, and wonder she had 
thought him so bright and free ; for she soon saw he was a 
double man, with a side for his home and another for strangers : 
and the first side was as dull as the second was bright He 
never raised his hand to her in those days, and was sober ; 
but he would sit with a silent tongue, and sometimes give her 
a strange look. Eiradh thought to herself, * Calum is like the 
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south country, and looks brightest to them that are farthest 
away.' 

A year after they had come to the south country Calum 
turned his front room into a shop, and made Eiradh look after 
it while he was at work. The goods were bought with her 
own good money, and were tea, sugar, tobacco and meal. The 
first month Eiradh got all her money back. It was pleasant to 
sit there and sell, and know that she made a profit on each 
thing she sold ; and Calum was light and merry when he saw 
that his idea had turned out well Eiradh's health was not so 
good in those days, and she had no children. 

After that came days of trouble, for Calum grew worse and 
worse. He would take the money that Eiradh had earned, 
and spend it in the public-house ; and when he came home in 
drink he raised his hand to her more than once. Then Eiradh 
thought to herself, ' My father did not love me, but he never 
struck me a blow ; there is not a man in Canna who would lift 
his hand to a woman.' After that she took no pleasure in 
trade, but would sit with a sick face and a silent tongue, think- 
ing of Canna in the sea. Calum liked her the less because she 
did not complaia One day he told her that he did not marry 
her for herself, but for the money she had saved ; and this was 
a sore thing to say to her; but though the tears made her 
blind, she only looked at him and did not answer a word 
There was some of the money left in her kist, but she never 
cared to look at it after what Calum had said. 

After the day he married Eiradh, Calum had never left his 
home to work through the country as he once did. But one 
night late in the year he said he must go south on business, 
and in the morning he went away. Eiradh never saw him 
again on this side the narrow house. He vf^irt. *\x^sj&\&'&&. 
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big city of Glasgow, and there he met the lass he had beguiled 
the year he married Eiradh, and the two sailed over the seas 
to Canada. The news came quick to Eiradh by the mouth of 
one who saw them on the quay. 

One would need the tongue of a witch to tell all Eiradh's 
thoughts in those days. The first news seemed like the roar 
of the sea the time her brothers died, and the words stopped 
in her ears like the crying of the water day and night. She 
felt ashamed to show herself in the street, and she could not 
bear the comfort of the good wives ; for they all said, ' Calum 
had ever a bad name,' and she remembered how the folk in 
Canna had used the same words. She would sit with her 
apron over her face, and greet* for hours with no noise. It 
seemed dreadful to be there in the south country, without 
friend or kindred, and the folk having a different Gaelic from 
her own. She felt sick and stupid, just like herself when she 
would cry night and day from the cradle, without strength to 
run upon her feet. She thought to herself, ' I may cry til* 
my heart breaks now, but no one heeds;' and the thought 
brought up the picture of her mother lying in the bed allwhite, 
and made her cry the more. Now, in those days voices came 
about her that belonged to another land, and the faces of her 
father and mother went past her like the white breaking of a 
wave on the beach in the night She had dreams whenever 
she slept, and in every one of her dreams she heard the sough 
of the sea. 

But Eiradh Eachern was a well-doing lass, and had been bred 
to face trouble when it came. Her first thought was this : ' I 
will go back to Canna in the sea, and work for my bread in the 
fields.' But when she looked in the kist, she found that Calum 

* Weep. 
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had been there and taken away all the good money out of the 
stocking, and a picture besides of the Virgin Mary, set round 
with yellow gold and precious stones the colour of blood. Now, 
this grieved Eiradh most. She did not heed the money so 
much, but the picture had belonged to her mother, and she 
would not have parted with it for hundreds of pounds. She 
felt a sharp thread run through her heart, and she was sick for 
pain. 

It is a wonder how much trouble a strong man or woman in 
good health can bear when it comes. Eiradh thought to her- 
self at first, ' I shall die ;' but she did not die. The Lord was 
not willing that she should be taken away then. He spared 
her, as he had spared her in her sickness when a bairn at the 
breast 

One day a neighbour came in and said, ' Will you not keep 
open the shop the same as before ? You have always paid for 
your goods, and those that sent them will not press for payment 
at first.' Now, Eiradh had never thought of that, and her heart 
lightened. That same day she got the schoolmaster to write a 
letter, in the English, to the big city, asking goods. The next 
week the goods came. 

Then Eiradh thought, 'God has not forgotten me,' and 
worked hard to put all in order as before. Many folk came 
and bought from her, out of kindness at first, but afterwards 
because they said she was a just woman, and gave full value 
for their money. All this gladdened her heart. She said, 
' God helps those that are fallen,' and every penny that she 
earned seemed to have the blessing of God. 

In those times she would lock up the house when the day 
was done, and walk by herself along the side of the burn ; for 
the sound of the water seemed like old times -, and when the. 
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moon came out on the green fields, they looked for all the 
world like smooth water. Voices from another land came to 
her, and spirits passed before her eyes ; so that she often 
thought to herself, c I wonder how Canna looks this night, and 
whether it is storm or calm ? 

I might talk till the summer came, and not tell you half of 
the many thoughts Eiradh had in the south country. She loved 
to sit by herself, as when she was a child ; and the folk thought 
her a dull woman, with a white face. The women said, 
* Calum Eachern's wife has the greed of money strong in her 
heart, but she is a just-dealing woman.' It was true that Eiradh 
found pleasure in trade, and would not sell to those who did 
not come to buy money in hand. Every piece she saved she 
put in the stocking in the old kist, and every week she counted 
it out in her lap. 

So the time passed, and sometimes Eiradh could hardly call 
up right the memory of Calum's face. It seemed like a dream. 
These were the days of her prosperity, and every week she 
saved something, and every second Sabbath she saw the priest. 
Now, the folk in those parts had a religion of their own, and 
did not believe in the Virgin Mary or the Pope of Rome. 
Some of them were worse than that, and did not believe in the 
Lord Jesus Christ All the children had the English as well as 
the Gaelic ; and the preachings were in the English, and the 
English was taught in the school. But all the time she lived in 
the south Eiradh could not speak a word of that tongue. It 
seemed to her like the chirping of birds, with little meaning 
and a heap of sound. 

All the years Eiradh sat in the shop, the Lord drew silver 
threads in her hair, and made lines like pencil-marks over her 
face; and. when she was thirty-five years of age her sight failed 
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her, and she had to wear glasses. She had little sickness, but 
she stooped in the shoulders, and had a dry cough. In those 
days she did not go out of the house at night, but sat over the 
fire reading the book Calum had given her long years before. 
The leaves of the book were all black and torn, and many of 
the pages were gone. Every time she looked at it she thought 
of old times. She had little pleasure in the tales and riddles of 
the south country — all about brightness and a pleasant place ; 
for she thought to herself, ' The tales are all lies, and the south 
country looks brightest far off, and the folk do not believe in 
the Virgin Mary or the saints.' For all that, she liked to look 
at the old book ; and to let her thoughts go back of their own 
accord, like the flowing of water in a burn. Best of all, she 
loved to count the bright money into her lap, and think how 
the neighbours praised her as a just-dealing woman who throve 
well. 

IV. 

The years went past Eiradh Eachern like the waves breaking 
on the shore, and the days were as like each other as the waves 
breaking, and she could not count them at all. She was like 
the young man that went to sleep on the Island of Peace, and 
had a dream of watching the fairy people, and when he woke he 
was old and frail upon his feet. Eiradh was fifty years of age 
when she counted the money in her kist for the last time, and 
found that she had put by a hundred and twenty pounds in 
good money. That night she sat with the heap of money in 
her lap, and the salt tears running down her cheeks, and her 
bottom-lip quivering like the withered leaf on the bough of a 
tree. 

Now, all these years Eiradh had one thought, and it was 
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this : ' Before I die, I will go back to Canna in the sea.' Every 
day of her life she fancied she saw the picture of the green 
cliffs covered with goats and sheep, and the black scarts sitting 
on the weedy rocks in a row, and the sea rising and falling like 
the soft breasts of a woman in sound sleep. Every night of her 
life she had a dream of her father's house by the shore, and the 
water crying at the door. It seemed ever calm weather to her 
thoughts, and the sea was kinder and sweeter than when she 
was a child. Eiradh often thought to herself, * The water took 
away my five brothers, and close to the water my father and 
mother closed their eyes ;' and the more she thought of them 
sleeping, the less she was afraid. 

So when she had saved one hundred and twenty pounds in 
good money, she felt that she could abide no longer in the 
south country. The more she tried to stay a little longer, the 
more voices from another land came to her, saying, * Eiradh, 
Eiradh ! go back to Canna in the sea.' At last she had a 
dream ; and she thought she was lying in her sowe* in a dark 
land, waiting to be laid in the earth. All at once she felt her- 
self rocking up and down, and heard the sound of the sea cry- 
ing, and when she put out her hand at her side it was dripping 
wet Then Eiradh knew that she was drifting in a boat, and 
the boat was a coffin with the lid off, and though there was a 
strong wind she floated on the waves like a cork. All night 
long she floated and never saw land ; only a light shining far 
far off, over the dark water. When she woke up she was sore 
troubled, and said to herself, ' It is my wraith that I saw, and 
unless I haste I may never see my home again.' 

After that, she never rested till she had sold the trade of her 
shop in the south country, and all she kept to herself was the 

* Shroud. 
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old kist full of her clothes and the money she had saved. But 
she made a pouch of leather with her own hands, and put the 
money in it, and fastened the pouch to her waist underneath 
her clothes, and the only thing in the pouch beside the money 
was the old book in Gaelic Calum had given her when she was 
a young woman. 

I have told you that the place was twenty miles from the sea. 
One day she put her kist in a cart that was going that way, and 
the day after she took the road. It was a fine morning, early 
in the year. When she got to the top of the hill, and saw the 
place below her where she had lived so long, all asleep and 
still, with the smoke going straight up out of the houses, and 
not a soul in the street, it seemed like a dream. As she went 
on, the country was strange, but it looked finer and bonnier 
than any country she had ever seen. Now, her heart was so 
light that day that she could walk like a strong man. The sun 
came out, and the birds sang, and the land was green, and 
wherever she went the sheep cried. Eiradh thought to herself, 
c My dream was true after all, and the south country is a 
pleasant place.' 

For all that she was wearying to see Canna in the sea, and 
wondering if it was the same all those years. She counted on 
her fingers the names of the folk she knew, and wondered how 
many were dead. Every one of them seemed like a friend. 
She was keen to hear her own Gaelic again after so many years 
in a foreign land. 

She walked twelve miles that day, and slept at a farm by the 
road at night The next day she saw the sea. 

It was good weather, and the sea was covered with fishing 
boats and ships. She could hear the sough of the water a long 
way off, and it seemed like old times. There was a. bvt n\^<^s. 
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on the' shore, full of fisher-folk, and the houses minded her of 
those where she was born. There were skiffs drawn up on the 
shore, and nets put out to dry, and the air was full of the smell 
of fish. 

She slept in the house of a fisher-woman that night, and the 
next day a fishing-boat took her out to catch the big steamer to 
Tobermory. It was the first time that Eiradh had seen a boat 
like that, and it seemed to her like a great beast panting and 
groaning, and swimming through the water with its fins and 
tail. It was full of the smell of fish, and the decks were 
covered with herring-barrels, and where there were no herring- 
barrels there were cattle and sheep. In one part of the boat 
there was a long box like a coffin, covered over with a piece of 
tarpaulin to keep it dry ; and one of the sailors told Eiradh that 
it held the dead body of an old man from Skye, who had died 
on the Firth o' Clyde, and was being carried home to be with 
his kindred at home. Eiradh said, ' It is a sad thing to be 
buried far away from kindred ;' and she thought to herself, * If 
I had died in the south country, there would have been no kin 
or friend to carry me to Canna in the sea.' 

Neither wind nor tide could keep the big steamer back ; so 
wonderful are the works of the hand of man, when God is 
willing. Late at night Eiradh landed at Tobermory in Mull, 
but the moon was bright, and she saw that the bay was full of 
fishing-boats at anchor. Eiradh wondered to herself if any of 
the boats were from Canna. 

She got a lodging in the inn that night, and the next morning 
she went down to the shore. There were heaps of fishermen 
on the beach, and many of them passed her the sign of the 
day, but none of them seemed to have her own Gaelic. Then 
Eiradh said, * Is there a Canna boat in the bay ? and they said, 
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'Ay/ and pointed out a big smack with her sails up, and a great 
patch on the mainsail The skipper of the smack was on shore, 
and his name was Alastair. He was a big black-whiskered 
man, with large silly eyes like a seal's. Eiradh minded him 
well, though he was a laddie when she left, and went up and 
called him by his name, but he stared at her and shook his 
head. Then Eiradh said, * Do you mind Eiradh Nicraonail, 
who dwelt in the small house by the sea ?' and the man laughed, 
and asked after Calum Eachern. Eiradh told him her troubles, 
and got the promise of a passage to Canna that day. 

In the afternoon it blew hard from the east, but Eiradh went 
on board the smack with her kist. They ran out of the Sound 
of Mull with the wind, and kept in close to the Rhu, for the 
sake of smooth water. Eiradh felt a heaviness and pain about 
her heart, and sat on the kist with her head leaning against the 
side of the boat. She had a touch of the sea-sickness, but that 
passed away. 

Alastair steered the smack on the west side of Eig, and the 
squalls came so sharp off the Scaur that they had to take down 
the topsail. As they sailed in the smooth water on the lee side 
of Eig, Eiradh asked about the Canna folk she had known, and 
most of them were dead and buried. Then she asked about 
the old man who had taught her to read and write, and he 
was dead too. Many of the young folk had gone away across 
the ocean, to work among strangers and wander in a foreign 
land. 

The heart of Eiradh sank to hear the news ; for she thought 
to herself, * Every face will be as strange as the faces in the 
south.' Then Alastair, seeing she put her hand to her heart, 
said, * What ails ye, wife ? are you sick ?' Eiradh nodded, and 
leant her head over the boat, looking at the sea. 

\o 
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A little after that the smack rounded the north end of Rum, 
and Eiradh saw Canna in the sea, just as she had left it long 
ago. There was a shower all over the ocean, but the green 
side of Canna was shining with the light through a cloud. 
Eiradh looked and looked ; for there was not an inch of the 
green land but she knew by heart 

The wind blew fresh and keen, and they had to lower the 
peak of the mainsail running for the harbour. Eiradh saw the 
toweyr, all grey and wet in the rain, and she thought she heard 
the lady's voice calling as in old times. Then she looked over 
to the mouth of Loch Scavaig, thinking to herself, * There is 
the place where my brothers were lost !' and that brought up 
the picture of her father, sitting dead on the cliffs and looking 
out to sea. Eiradh's eyes were blind with tears, and she could 
not see Canna any more ; but as they ran round into the bay, 
her eyes cleared, and she saw her home close by the water- 
side, with the roof all gone, and the walls broken down, and a 
cow looking out of the door. 

A little after that, when the anchor was down and the main- 
sail lowered, Alastair touched Eiradh on the arm, thinking she 
was asleep, for she was leaning back with her face in her cloak. 
Then he drew back the cloak, and saw her face with a strange 
smile on it, and the eyes wide open. Though he was a big 
man, he was, scared, and called out to his mates, and an old 
man among them said, * Sure enough she is dead.' So they 
carried her body ashore in their boat, and put it in one of the 
houses, and sent word to the laird. 

Eiradh Eachern had died of the same disease that killed her 
mother. She had o'er many thoughts to live long, and she 
knew the name of trouble. In her kist they found her grave- 
cJothes all ready made and neatly worked with her own hands, 
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and they buried her on the hillside close to her father and 
mother. May the Lord God find her ready there to answer to 
her name at the Last Day ! 



CHAPTER IV. 

NIGHT ON THE MINCH. 

c She is a poor thing, a bit toy !' said the captain of the Low- 
land trader, regarding the Tern from the deck of his big vessel, 
while we lay in Canna Harbour. 'She's no for these seas at 
all ; and the quicker ye are awa' hame wi' her round the Rhu 
ye'll be the wiser. She should never hae quitted the Clyde.' 

Set by the side of the trader's great hull, she certainly looked 
a c toy ' — so tiny, so slight, with her tapering mast and tender 
spars. To all our enumeration of her good qualities, the 
captain merely replied an incredulous ' oomph,' and assured us 
that, were she as ' good as gold,' the waters of the Minch would 
drown her like a rat if there was any wind at all. Few yachts 
of twice her tonnage, and twice her beam, ever dared to show 
their sails on the outside of Skye, and the wiser they, thought 
the captain. Why, even he, in his great vessel, which was like 
a rock in the water, had seen such sights out there as had made 
his hair stand on end ; and he launched into a series of awful 
tales, showing how he had driven from the point of Sleat to 
Isle Ornsay ' up to his neck ' in the sea, how a squall off 
Dunvegan Head had carried away his topmast, broken his 
mainsail-boom, and swept his decks clean of boats and rubbish, 
all at one fell crash ; and he added numberless other terrific 
things, all tending to show that we were likely to get into 
trouble. When he heard that we actually purposed crossing to 
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f . Boisdale, and beating up along the shores of the Long Isles as 

far as Stornoway, he set us down as madmen at once, and con- 
descended to no more advice. After that, till the moment we 
sailed, he regarded us from the side of his vessel in a solemn 
sort of way, as if we were people going to be hung, and well 
deserving of our fate. You see, he was getting grey and 
cautious — his blood lacked phosphorus, his heart fire. 

He frightened us a little, though. I, who had planned 
the expedition, looked at the Skipper — or the Viking, as 
we got into the habit of calling him, because he wasn't like 
one. The Viking, who had never before ventured with a yacht 
beyond the Clyde, only wanted encouragement to turn tail and 
fly. But Hamish Shaw, the pilot, setting his lips together, 
delivered himself so violently against flight, vowed so staunchly 
that having come thus far we must proceed or be for evermore 
branded as pretenders, and finally swore roundly by his repu- 
tation as a seaman to carry us safely through all difficulties, that 
even the Viking shook his horrent locks and became for 
the instant nearly as reckless as he looked. ' Nothing,' said 
the Viking in a glow of intense ardour, ' nothing gives me so 
much pleasure as tearing through the sea, with the wind blow- 
ing half a gale, and the boat's side buried to the cockpit 
combing.' 

We had all great confidence in Hamish Shaw, for two very 
good reasons ; first, because he had long been accustomed to 
sailing all sorts of boats in those waters ; and, second, because 
he was thoroughly plucky, steady as a rock and cool as snow, in 
times of peril Again and again, during the voyage, did we 
find reason to bless ourselves that we had such a man on 
board. He was fond of talk, and had much to say well worth 
listening to, but at critical moments he was like the sphinx, only 
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rather more active. To see him at the helm, with his eye on 
the water, steadily helping the little craft through a tempestuous 
sea, bringing her bow up to the billows, and burying it in them 
whenever they would have drowned her broadside, or sharply 
watching the water to windward, with the great mainsail sheet 
in his hand, shaking her through the squalls off a mountainous 
coast — these were things worth seeing, things that made one 
proud of the race. 

As the distance from Canna to Loch Boisdale, the nearest 
point in the outer Hebrides, was about forty miles, all quite 
open water, without the chance of any kind of harbour, and as 
the Tern, even with a fair wind, could not be expected to run 
more than five or six miles an hour in a sea, it was advisable to 
choose a good day for the passage. As usual in such cases, we 
began by being over-cautious, and ended by being over-impatient 
This day was too calm, that day was too windy. We ended by 
doing two things which we had begun by religiously vowing not 
to do — never to start for a long passage except at early morn- 
ing, never to venture on such a passage without a fair wind. 
We weighed anchor at about two o'clock in the afternoon, with 
the wind blowing north-west — nearly dead in our teeth. 

But it was a glorious day, sunny and cheerful ; the clouds 
were high and white, and the waters were sparkling and flash- 
ing far as the eye could see. The little Tern seemed to catch 
the glee. Directly the wind touched her white wings, she 
slipped through the harbour with rapid flight, plunged splashing 
out at the harbour mouth, and was soon swimming far out in 
the midst of the ocean, happy, eager, tilting the waves from her 
breast like a beautiful swimmer in his strength. Next to the' 
rapturous enjoyment of having wings one's self, or being able 
to sport among the waves like a great Ttoift&m Sin^S^ ^xsa. 
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pleasure of sailing during such weather in a boat like the Tern. 
The blood is sparkling, but the brain is at work, beating steady 
as a pulse under thoughts that come and go like the glimmer of 
foam and light 

Canna never looked more beautiful than that day — her cliffs 
were wreathed into wondrous forms and tinctured with deep 
ocean-dyes, and the slopes above were rich and mellow in the 
light Beyond her, was Rum, always the same, a dark beauty 
with a gentle heart. But what most fascinated the eye was the 
southern coast of Skye, lying on the starboard bow as we were 
beating northward. The Isle of Mist* was clear on that 
occasion, not a vapour lingering on the heights, and although 
it must be admitted that much of its strange and eerie beauty 
was lost, still we had a certain gentle loveliness to supply its 
place. Could that be Skye, the deep coast full of rich warm 
under-shadow, the softly-tinted hills, c nakedly visible without a 
cloud,' sleeping against the c dim sweet harebell colour ' of the 
heavens ? Where was the thunder cloud, the weeping shadows 
of the cirrus, the white flashes of cataracts through the black 
smoke of rain on the mountain-side? Were' 1 those the 
Cuchullins — the ashen-grey heights turning to solid amber at 
the peaks, with the dry seams of torrents softening in the sun- 
light to golden shades ? Why, Blaven, with his hooked fore- 
head, would have been bare as Primrose Hill, save for . one 
slight white wreath of vapour, that, glittering with the hues of 
the prism, floated gently away to die in the delicate blue. Dark 
were the headlands, yet warmly dark, projecting into the 
sparkling sea and casting summer shades. Skye was indeed 
transformed, yet its beauty still remained spiritual, still it kept 

* This name is purely Scandinavian — Sky signifying ' cloud ;' whence, 
too, our own word 'sky,' the under, 01 vapout, heaven. 
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the faint feeling of the glamour. It looked like witch-beauty, 
wondrous and unreal You felt that an instant might change 
it — and so it might, and did Ere we had sailed many miles 
away, Skye was clouded over with a misty woe, her face was 
black and wild, she sobbed in the midst of the darkness with 
the voice of falling rain and moaning winds. 

Sir Walter Scott, in his notes made during a Highland tour, 
describes this western coast of Skye as * highly romantic, and 
at the same time displaying a richness of vegetation in the 
lower ground to which we have hitherto been strangers ;' 
adding, c We passed three salt-water lochs, or deep embay- 

ments, called Loch Bracadale, Loch Einort, and Loch , 

and about eleven o'clock opened up Loch Scavaig. We were 
now under the western termination of the high range of 
mountains called Cuillen, or Quillin, or Coolin, whose weather- 
beaten and serrated peaks we had admired at a distance from 
Dunvegan. They sank here upon the sea, but with the same 
bold and peremptory aspect which their distant appearance 
indicated. The tops of the ridge, apparently inaccessible to 
human foot, were rent and split into the most tremendous 
pinnacles. Towards the base of these bare and precipitous 
crags, the ground, enriched by the soil washed down from them, 
is comparatively verdant and productive.' And he goes on, in 
the same gazetteer style, to describe Loch Scavaig and Loch 
Corruisk, just as if he were Brown or Robinson, and not the 
second name in the great roll of glorious creators. Nor is he 
much more felicitous in his treatment of the same theme in 
verse. This is his poetic description of Loch Corruisk, and it 
is quoted with enthusiasm in every guide-book : 

1 A while their route they silent made, 
As men who stalk for mounta.Ya-o.est, 

Till the good Bruce to Ronald sa\&, 
"St. Mary ! what a scene is "neteA 
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I've traversed many a mountain-strand, 

Abroad, and in my native land, 

And it has been my lot to tread 

Where safety more than pleasure led : 

Thus, many a waste Fve wandered o'er, 

Clomb many a crag, cross'd many a moor, 

But, by my halidome, 

A scene so rude, so wild as this, 

Yet so sublime in barrenness, 

Ne'er did my wandering footsteps press 

Where'er 1 happ'd to roam." 
p 

XIV. 

1 No marvel thus the Monarch spake ; 

For rarely human eye has known 
A scene so stern as that dread lake, 

With its dark ledge of barren stone. 
Seems that primeval earthquake's sway 
Hath rent a strange and shatter'd way 

Through the rude bosom of the hill, 
And that each naked precipice, 
Sable ravine, and dark abyss, 

Tells of the outrage still. 
The wildest glen, but this, can show 
Some touch of Nature's genial glow ; 
On high Benmore green mosses grow, 
And heath-bells bud in deep Glencroe, 

And copse on Cruchan-Ben ; 
But here — above, around, below, 

On mountain or in glen, 
Nor tree, nor shrub, nor plant, nor flower, 
Nor aught of vegetative power, 

The weary eye may ken. 
For all is rocks at random thrown, 
Black waves, bare crags, and banks of stone, 

As if were here denied 
The summer sun, the spring's sweet dew, 
That clothe with many a varied hue 

The bleakest mountain-side. 

xv. 

' And wilder, forward as they wound, 
Were the proud cliffs and lake ^to1o\hv.&. 
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Huge terraces of granite black 
Afforded rude and cumber'd track ; 

For from the mountain hoar, 
Hurl'd headlong in some night of fear, 
When yell'd the wolf, and fled the deer, 

Loose crags had toppled o'er ; 
And some, chance-poised and balanced, lay 
So that a stripling arm might sway 

A mass no host could raise, 
In Nature's rage at random thrown, 
Yet trembling like the Druid's stone 

On its precarious base. 
The evening mists, with ceaseless change, 
Now clothed the mountains' lofty range, 

Now left their foreheads bare, 
And round the skirts their mantle furl'd, 
Or on the sable waters curl'd, 
Or on the eddying breezes whirl'd, 

Dispersed in middle air. 
And oft, condensed, at once they lower, 
When, brief and fierce, the mountain shower 

Pours like a torrent down 5 
And when return the sun's glad beams, 
Whiten'd with foam a thousand streams 

Leap from the mountain's crown.' 

Bruce might swear himself hoarse ' by his halidome ' ere we 
could admit that the above was much more than the driest 
verbiage. Yet the general features of the landscape are caught 
as in a photograph, with a bald fidelity which is characteristic 
of all Sir Walter's efforts in verse, and is noteworthy as having 
won for itself the special praise of Mr. Ruskin. We shall have 
something to say of Corruisk in good time, and it will not be 
difficult to deny that Walter Scott felt the spirit of the wild 
scene at all — so totally out of harmony with nature is his 
verbose enumeration of details. Shakspere with his faultless 
vision would not have failed to see Corruisk as it is, and to 
picture it in true emotional colours, but peiYva.^ o\&^V^^c&, 
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all our poets, could have felt it to the true spiritual height, and 
blended it into music, thought, and dream. 

With the same felicity in prose and verse, Sir Walter, in the 
already-quoted extract from his journal, talks of the Coolins 
having a 'peremptory aspect which their distant appearance 
indicated,' and, in an easy general way, speaks of the scenery 
of the neighbourhood as c highly romantic.' Is c peremptory,' 
then, the adjective to apply to yonder peaks ? Do the ghost- 
world, the strange dreams we have in sleep, the creeping 
thoughts we have in death-chambers, the whisperings we have 
from * that undiscovered country ' — do all these things, any of 
these things, strike us as being 'peremptory'? There is a 
perkish, commonplace, pretentious air about that word, as 
applied to beautiful mountains. Like that other word 
'romantic,' it should be cut out of the poetic vocabulary. 
The beadle is c peremptory,' and the sensation scenes at metro- 
politan theatres are • highly romantic' 

We were flying along swiftly, and the breeze was heading us 

less and less. The sea still sparkled, far as the eye could see, 

a flashing surface — 

1 Dappled o'er with shadows flung 
From many a brooding cloud ;' 

the wool-white cloud above, the soft shadow below. All went 
merry as a marriage bell. Picture after picture rose up, grew 
into perfect loveliness, and faded like a fairy palace into the 
air. Now it was Macleod's Maidens, the three sister peaks on 
the western coast of Skye, linked together by a dim rainbow, 
and glimmering brightly through a momentary shower ; again, 
it was the far-off mouth of Loch Bracadale, rich in the darkest 
purple tints, with a real red-sailed fishing-boat in the foreground, 
to bring out the picture, just as Turner wou\& Yrore \>\&.c&&\\. orc\ 
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the canvas: and still again, it was the Cuchullins, already 
wreathed in mist, magnified to still more gigantic size by their 
own darkness, and looking as forlorn as if no sunlight had ever 
fallen on their livid brows. 

But more frequently, with keener interest, with more anxious 
longing, our eyes were turned westward, to the far-off Isles 
whither we were bound We could see them better now, 
misted over by distance — part of the Barra highland, the three 
great hills of Uist, and dimmest of all, the high hills of Harris. 
As the vapours shifted on the coast, the shape of the land 
changed — what had looked like mountains, drifted away before 
the wind — what had seemed a cloud, outlined itself darkly and 
more darkly ; and, strange to say, the whole coast seemed, as 
we drew nearer, to retreat itself farther away, insomuch that 
when we had beaten ten or twelve miles of the actual distance 
to Loch Boisdale, the outer Hebrides looked as distant as ever, 
and we almost thought there must have been some mistake in 
our calculation of the number of miles across. 

We had started so late, that before we were half-way across 
it was growing quite dark. It promised to be a good night, 
however. The worst of our situation just then was, that the 
wind was beginning to fail, and we were making very little way 
through the rough roll of the sea. 

One certainly did not feel quite comfortable, tumbling out 
there in the deepening twilight, while the land on either side 
slowly mingled itself with the clouds. After taking our bear- 
ings by the compass, and getting a drop of something warm, we 
could do nothing but sit and wait for events. The Viking was 
beginning to feel unwell Shivering, he looked to windward, 
seeing all sorts of nameless horrors. Twenty times, at least, 
he asked Hamish what kind of a ni^Yvt Sx. \rotms&& \a \^.« 
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Twice he rushed down to examine the weather-glass, an aneroid, 
and, to his horror, it was slowly sinking. Then he got lights, 
and buried himself among the charts, feebly gazing at a blank 
space of paper labelled c The Minch.' 

But Hamish Shaw was in his glory. He loved sailing at 
night, and had been constantly urging us into it He had 
learned the habit as a fisherman — it was associated with much 
that was wildest and noblest in his life — and he was firmly per- 
suaded that he could see his way anywhere in the waters by 
night as well as by day. Owl-like, wakeful and vigilant, he sat 
at the helm, with his weather-beaten face looming through his 
matted ringlets, his black pipe set between his teeth, and his 
eye looking keenly to windward He was not a sentimental 
man : he did not care much for * scenery ;' but do you think 
there was no dreamy poetry in his soul, that he had no subtle 
pleasure, concealed almost from himself, as the heaven bared 
its glittering breast of stars, and the water that darkened 
beneath reflected back the light, and the wind fell softly, till 
we could hear the deep breathing of the sea itself? What 
memories drifted across his brain — of wild nights at the 
herring-fishing, of rain, snow and wind, and of tender nights 
in his Highland home, when he went courting in Highland 
fashion to the lassie's chamber-door ! He is a strange study, 
Hamish Shaw. To hear him speak directly of any scene he 
has visited, you would not credit him with any insight But he 
sees more than he knows. His life is too full to take in sepa- 
rate effects, or to wonder anew. What light he throws for us 
on old thoughts and superstitions, on tender affections of the 
race ! His speech is full of water and wind. He uses a fine 
.phrase as easily as nature fashions a bud or a leaf. He speaks 
J/} natural symbols as freely as he uses an oar. His clear, fresh 

i 
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vision penetrates even into the moral world, quite open and 
fearless even there, where the best of us become purblind. 

I have tried again and again, for my own amusement, to 
reproduce a few specimens of Shaw's English. He is a true 
Gael, and speaks a foreign tongue, acquired in early youth. 
His language is at once remarkable for its obscurity and the 
frequent use of big words, and yet for a strange felicity of 
verbal touch. He attaches a certain meaning of his own to 
words, and tries hard to be explicit For example, speaking 
once of the Gaelic speech, and becoming warm in its praise, 
* The Gaelic, 7 he said, ' is a kind of guttural language, a preen- 
cipal and positive language ; a language, d'ye see, full d know- 
ledge a?id essence. 7 It would be difficult to find anything 
obscurer than the beginning of the explanation or more 
felicitous than its conclusion. 

'I'm of the opinion, 7 said Hamish, quietly surveying the 
heavens, ' that the night will be good. Yon 7 s a clear sky to 
windward, and there's nae carry. I would a heap sooner sail a 
craft like this by night than by day — the weather is more settled 
between gloaming and sunrise ; and ye have one great advan- 
tage — the light is aye gaining on ye, instead o 7 the dark- 
ness. 7 

' But Shaw, man, 7 cried the Viking, ' we are creeping closer 
and closer to the land, and it will be a fearful business making 
it out in the mirk. 7 

Shaw shrugged his shoulders. 

' If we canna see it, we maun just smell it, 7 he said. ' It 7 s 
useless to fash your head. 7 

'A coast sown with rocks as thick as if they had been 
shaken out of a pepper-box ! Reefs here, danger everywhere ! 
And not a beacon nearer than Rhu Hunish lighthouse !' 
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By this time the summer night had quite closed in ; Canna 
and Skye had long faded out of sight behind us, but we could 
still make out the form of the land ahead. The wind was 
rising again, and blowing gently on our quarter, so that we bade 
fair to make the coast of the Long Island sooner than was 
advisable. Still, it would have been injudicious to remain 
longer than was necessary out in the open ; for a storm might 
come on by morning, and our fate be sealed. The best 
plan was to creep to "within a couple of miles of the land, and 
hang about until we had sufficient daylight to make out our 
situation. It was even possible, if it did not get much darker, 
that we might even be able to distinguish the mouth of Loch 
Boisdale in the night. 

The Viking plunged below to the charts, and to while away 
the time, I began talking to the steersman about superstition. 
It was a fine eerie situation for a talk on that subject, and 
the still summer night, with the deep dreary murmur of the 
sea, powerfully stimulated the imagination. 

'I say, Hamish, , said I abruptly, 'do you believe in 
ghosts ?' 

Hamish puffed his pipe leisurely for some time before re- 
plying. 

' I'm of the opinion/ he replied at last, beginning with the 
expression habitual to him — ' I'm of the opinion that there's 
strange things in the world. I never saw a ghost, and I don't 
expect to see one. If the Scripture says true — I mean the 
Scripture, no' the ministers — there has been ghosts seen before 
my time, and there may be some seen now. The folk used 
to say there was a Ben-shee in Skipness castle — a Ben-shee 
with white hair and a mutch like an auld wife — and my father 
saw it with his own een before he died. They're curious 
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people over in Barra, and they believe stranger things than 
that' 

* In witchcraft, perhaps ?' 

* There's more than them believes in witchcraft When I 
was a young man on board the Petrel (she's one of Middleton's 
fish-boats, and is over at Howth now) the winds were that wild 
there seemed sma' chance of winning hame before the new 
year. Weel, the skipper was a Skye man, and had great faith 
in an auld wife who lived alone up on the hillside ; and without 
speaking a word to any o' us, he went up to bid wi' her for a 
fair wind. He crossed her hand wi' siller, and she told him to 
bury a live cat wi' its head to the airt wanted, and then to steal 
a spoon from some house, and get awa'. He buried the cat, 
and he stole the spoon. It's curious, but sure as ye live, the 
wind changed that night into the north-west, and never shifted 
till the Petrel was in Tobermory.' 

* Once let me be the hero of an affair like that,' cried I, 
* and I'll believe in the devil for ever after. But it was a queer 
process.' 

* The ways of God are droll,' returned Shaw seriously. * Some 
say that in old times the witches made a causeway o' whales from 
Rhu Hunish to Dunvegan Head There are auld wives o'er 
yonder yet who hae the name of going out wi' the deil every 
night in the shape o' blue hares, and I kenned a man who 
thought he shot one wi' a siller button. I dinna believe all 
I hear, but I dinna just disbelieve, either. Ye've heard o' the 
Evil Eye ?' 

* Certainly.' 

' When we were in Canna, I noticed a fine cow and calf 
standing by a house near the kirkyard, and I said to the wife 
as I passed (she was syning her pails at the door), " Yon's a 
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bonnie bit calf ye hae with the auld cow." " Ay," says she, 
" but I hope ye didna look at them o'er keen" — meaning, ye 
ken, that maybe I had the Evil Eye. I laughed and told her 
that was a thing ne'er belong't to me nor mine. That minds 
me of an auld wife near Loch Boisdale, who had a terrible bad 
name for killing kye and doing mischief on corn. She was 
gleed,* and had black hair. One day, when the folk were in 
kirk, she reached o'er her hand to a bairn that was lying beside 
her, and touched its cheek wi' her finger. Weel, that moment 
the bairn (it was a lassie, and had red hair) began greeting and 
turning its head from side to side like folk in fever. It kept on 
sae for days. But at last anither woman, who saw what was 
wrang, recommended eight poultices o' kyedung (one every 
night) from the innermost kye o' the byre. They gied her the 
poultices, and the lassie got weel.' 

' That was as strange a remedy as the buried cat,' I observed ; 
' but I did not know such people possessed the power of cast- 
ing the trouble on human beings.' 

Hamish puffed his pipe, and looked quietly at the sky. It was 
some minutes before he spoke again. 

* There was a witch family,' he said at last, ' in Loch Carron, 
where I was born and reared. They lived their lanet close to 
the sea. There were three o' them — the mither, a son, and a 
daughter. The mither had great lumps all o'er her- arms, and 
sae had the daughter ; but the son was a clean-hided lad, and 
he was the cleverest. Folk said he had the power o' heal- 
ing the sick, but only in ae way — by transferring the disease 
to him that brought the message seeking help. Once, I mind, 
a man was sent till him on horseback, bidding him come and 
heal a fisher who was up on the hill and like to dee. The war- 

* She squinted. t Their lane — alone. 
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lock mounted his pony, and said to the man, " Draw back a 
bit, and let me ride before ye." The man kenning nae better, 
let him pass, and followed ahint. They had to pass through a 
glen, and in the middle o' the glen an auld wife was standing at 
her door. When she saw the messenger riding ahint the war- 
lock, she screeched out to him as loud as she could cry: "Ride, 
ride, and reach the sick lad first, or ye're a dead man." At 
that the warlock looked black as thunder, and galloped his pony; 
but the messenger, being better mounted, overtook him fast, and 
got first to the sick man's bedside. In the night the sick man 
died. Ye see, the warlock had nae power o' shifting the com- 
plaint but on him that brought the message, and no' on him if 
the warlock didna reach the house before the messenger.' 

Here the Viking emerged with the whisky-bottle, and Hamish 
Shaw wet his lips. We were gliding gently along now, and the 
hills of Uist were still dimly visible. The deep roll of the sea 
would have been disagreeable, perhaps, to the uninitiated ; but 
we were hardened. While the Viking sat by, gazing gloomily 
into the darkness, I pursued my chat with Shaw, or, rather, 
incited the latter to further soliloquies. 

6 Do you know, Hamish,' I said slyly, ' it seems to me very 
queer that Providence should suffer such pranks to be played, 
and should entrust that marvellous power to such wretched 
hands. Come, now, do you actually fancy these things have 
happened ?' 

But Hamish Shaw was not the man to commit himsel£ He 
was a philosopher. 

' I'm of the opinion,' he replied, * that it would be wrong to 
be o'er positive. Providence does as queer things, whiles,* as 
either man or woman. There was a strange cry, like the whistle 

* At tim^s. 
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of a bird, heard every night close to the cottage before Wattie 
Macleod's smack was lost on St John's Point and Wattie and 
his son drowned ; then it stoppit. Whiles it comes like a sheep 
crying, whiles like the sound o' pipes. I heard it mysel* when 
my brither Angus died. He had been awa' o'er the country, 
and his horse had fallen and kickit him on the navel. But 
before we heard a word about it the wife and I were on the road 
to Angus's house, and were coming near the burn that parted 
his house from mine. It was night, and bright moonlight. The 
wife was heavy at the time, and suddenly she grippit me by the 
arm, and whispered : " Wheesht ! do ye hear ?" I listened, 
and at first heard nothings " Wheesht, again !" says she ; and 
then I heard it plain — like the low blowing o' the bagpipes, 
slowly and sadly, wi' nae tune. " Oh, Hamish," said the wife, 
" wha can it be ?" I said naething, but I felt my back all cold, 
and a sharp thread running through my heart It followed us 
along as far as Angus's door, and then went awa'. Angus was 
sitting by the fire \ they had just brought him hame, and he 
told us o' the fall and the kick. He was pale, but didna think 
much was wrang wi' him, and talked quite cheerful and loud. 
The wife was quite sick and frighted, and they gave her a 
dram ; they thought it was her trouble, for her time was near ; 
but she was thinking o' the sign. Though we knew fine that 
Angus wouldna live, we didna dare to speak o' what we had 
heard. Going hame that nicht, we heard it again, and in a 
week he was lying in his grave.' 

The darkness, the hushed breathing of the sea, the sough of 
the wind through the rigging, greatly deepened the effect of 
this tale ; and the Viking listened intently, as if he expected 
every moment to hear a similar sound presaging his own doom. 
Hamish Shaw showed no emotion. He told his tale as mere 
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matter-of-fact, with no elocutionary effects, and kept his eye to 
windward all the time, literally looking out for squalls. 

' For God's sake !' cried the Viking, ' choose some other sub- 
ject of conversation. We are in bad enough plight already, and 
don't want any more horrors.' 

' What ! afraid of ghosts ?* 

' No, dash it !' returned the Viking ; ' but — but — as sure as 
I live, there's storm in yon sky !' 

The look of the sky to windward was certainly not improv- 
ing ; it was becoming smoked over with thick mist. Though 
we were now only a few miles off the Uist coast, the loom of 
the land was scarcely visible; the vapours peculiar to such 
coasts seemed rising and gradually wrapping everything in 
their folds. Still, as far as we could make out from the stars, 
there was no carry in the sky. 

'I'll no' say,' observed Hamish, taking in everything at a 
glance — ' I'll no' say but there may be wind ere morning ; but 
it will be wind off the shore, and we hae the hills for shelter.' 

' But the squalls ! the squalls !' cried the Viking. 

' The land is no' so high that ye need to be scared. Leave 
you the vessel to me, and I'll take her through it snug. But 
we may as weel hae the third reef in the mainsail, and mak' 
things ready in case o' need.' 

This was soon done. The mainsail was reefed, and the 
small jib substituted for the large one ; and after a glance at 
the compass Hamish again sat quiet at the helm. 

'Barra,' he said, renewing our late subject of talk, 'is a 
great place for supersteetion, and sae is Uist. The folk are 
like weans, simple and kindly. There is a Ben-shee weel- 
known at the head o' Loch Eynort, and anither haunts one o' 
the auld castles o' the great Macneil o' Baiia. I \\&fc.\ussx&,> 

VI. — 1 
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too, that whiles big snakes, wi' manes like horses, come up 
into the fresh-water lakes and lie in wait to devour the flesh o' 
man. In a fresh-water loch at the Harris there was a big 
beast like a bull, that came up ae day and ate half the body o' 
a lad when he was bathing. They tried to drain the loch to 
get at the beast, but there was o'er muckle water. Then they 
baited a great hook wi' the half o' a sheep, but the beast was 
o'er wise to bite. Lord, it was a droll fishing ! They're a 
curious people. But do ye no' think, if the sea and the lochs 
were drainit dry, there would be all manner o' strange animals 
that nae man kens the name o'? There's a kind o' water- 
world — nae man kens what it's like — for the drown'd canna 
see, and if they could see they couldna speak. Ay !' he 
added, suddenly changing the current of his thoughts, ' ay ! 
the wind's rismg, and we're no' far off the shore, for I can 
smell the land.' 

By what keenness of sense Hamish managed to ' smell the 
land ' we had no time just then to inquire, for all our wits were 
employed in looking after the safety of the Tern. She was 
bowling along under three-reefed mainsail and stormjib, and 
was getting just about as much as she could bear. With the 
rail under to the cockpit, the water lapping heavily against 
the combing, and ever and anon splashing right over in the 
cockpit itself, she made her way fast through the rising sea. 
In vain we strained our eyes to discern the shore — 

' The blinding mist came down and hid the land 
As far as eye could see V 

All at once the foggy vapours peculiar to the country had 
steeped everything in darkness ; we could guess from the helm 
where the land lay, but how near it was we were at a loss to 
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tell. What with the whistling wind, the darkness, the surging 
sea, we felt quite bewildered and amazed 

I looked at my watch, and it was past midnight. Even 
if the fog cleared off it would not be safe to take Loch Bois- 
dale without good light, and there was nothing for it but 
to beat about till sunrise. This was a prospect not at all 
comfortable, for we might even then be in the neighbourhood 
of dangerous rocks, and if the wind rose any higher we should 
be compelled to run before the wind, God knew whither. 
Meantime it was determined to stand off a little to the open, 
in dread of coming to over-close quarters with the shore. 

Hamish sat at the helm, stern and imperturbable. We 
knew by his silence that he was anxious, but he expressed no 
anxiety whatever. Ever and anon he slipped down his hand 
on the deck to leeward, feeling how near the water was to the 
cockpit, and as there seemed considerable danger of founder- 
ing in the heavy sea, he speedily agreed with us that it would 
be wise to close over the cockpit hatches. That done, all was 
achieved that hands could do, save holding the boat with the 
helm steady and close to the wind — a task which Hamish 
fulfilled to perfection. Indeed, we were in no slight danger 
from squalls, for the wind was off the land, and nothing saved 
us, when struck by heavy gusts, but the firmness and skill of 
the helmsman. He had talked about smelling the land, but it 
is certain that he seemed to smell the wind : almost before a 
squall touched her the Tern was standing up to it tight and 
firm. 

No man could have sat yonder in the darkness, amid the 
rush of w;nd and wave, and failed to tremble at times, thinking 
of the power of God; so that again and again through my 
mind, with a deep sea-music of their own, rolled the vet&es 



166 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

of the Psalm : ' They that go down to the sea in ships, that 
do business in great waters; these see the works of the 
Lord, and His wonders in the deep. For He commandeth, 
and raiseth the stormy wind, which lifteth up the waves 
thereof. They mount up to the heaven, they go down again 
to the depths : their soul is melted because of trouble. They 
reel to and fro, and stagger like a drunken man, and are at 
their wit's end. Then they cry unto the Lord in their trouble, 
and He bringeth them out of their distresses. He maketh the 
storm a calm, so that the waves thereof are still. Then are 
they glad because they be quiet ; so He bringeth them unto 
their desired haven. Oh that men would praise the Lord for 
His goodness, and for His wonderful works to the children of 
men !' 

It was now so dark that we could see nothing on any side of 
us save the glitter of the crests of the waves, and the phos- 
phorescent glimmer of the beaten water behind the keel. The 
wind was pretty steady, and the squalls not too frequent We 
were running through the darkness at considerable speed, 
burying our bowsprit in every wave, and washing our decks as 
clean as salt water could make them. So low was the Terrfs 
rail, and so close to the sea, even, on the weather side, that it 
was almost like being dragged through the water bodily with 
the chilly waves lapping round one's waist. 

Suddenly, out of the darkness ahead, shot a sharp glimmer 
of light; then there was a loud sound like the creaking of 
cordage and noise of sails ; and then, before we could utter a 
cry, a large brig dashed across our bows, running with a free 
sheet before the wind. Ghostly and strange she looked in the 
mist, driving at tremendous speed, and churning the sea to 
sparkling foam. With a loud oath Hamish shoved the helm 
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hard a-port, and brought the head of the Tern up to the wind. 
We had narrowly escaped a collision. With fascinated eyes 
we watched the brig dash on until it was swallowed up in the 
darkness, and when it was quite gone drew a heavy breath of 
relief. 

' Lord, that was a close shave !' muttered Shaw, drawing his 
cuff across his mouth, as is his manner when agitated. ' Wha 
would hae thought o' meeting strange craft hereabouts ? We'd 
maybe better rig out the masthead lantern, in case o' mair 
accidents.' 

This was soon done, and although the lantern burnt blue 
and dim, we felt more secure. After so narrow an escape, 
what reasonable creature would have refused to drink his own 
health in the water of life ? The grog bottle was passed round, 
and never was a 'nip of the screech ' received with more affec- 
tionate unction. 

It was weary work, that waiting on in the darkness. The 
wind sang, the water sobbed, the sail moaned, until I began 
to get sleepier and sleepier, and at last, wet as I was, sank 
off into a doze, wherein I was just half conscious of the 
boat's motion through the water, and half dreaming of things 
far away. Suddenly I was startled by a roar in my ear, and 
rubbed my eyes wildly, listening. It was only Hamish Shaw, 
saying quietly : 

' It's beginning to get light I see the loom o' the land.' 

Shivering like a half-drowned rat in the cold damp air of the 
dawn, and dashing the wet hair out of my weary eyes, I 
stared all round me, and saw, when my obfuscated wits were 
able to concentrate themselves, that it was nearly daybreak, 
though all was dark above. A dim, silvern, misty glimmer was 
on the sea, and about two miles to the westward the land la\j 
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black in a mist like the smoke nearest the funnel of a newly- 
coaled steamer. The Viking was poking his head through the 
cabin-hatch and gazing shoreward. 

c Can ye mak' out the shape o' these hills ?' he asked of the 
pilot ' Loch Boisdale should be hereabouts.' 

Hamish shook his head. 

' We maun creep in closer to mak* certain/ he replied. ' It's 
o'er dark yet Yon bit place yonder — where ye see a shimmer 
like the gleam o' herring-scales — looks like the mouth o' the 
loch ; but we maun creep in cannie and get mair light. 7 

Although Shaw had been herring-fishing on the coast for 
many years, he was not so familiar with the coast as might have 
been expected. He knew its general outline, but had not made 
close observation of details. With the indifference peculiar to 
the fishers, he had generally trusted to Providence and his own 
sagacity, without making any mental note of his experiences. 
So it was not until we had twice or thrice referred to the chart, 
that he remembered that just south of Boisdale, about half a 
mile from shore, there was a dangerous reef called Mackenzie 
Rock, and that above this rock there was a red buoy, which, if 
descried in the dim light, would be a certain index to the where- 
abouts of the mouth of the loch. 

' Tarn Saunders put the Wild Duck on that rock when I was 
up here in the Gannet] said Hamish ; ' but she was as strong as 
iron — different frae this wee bit shell o' a thing — and they 
keepit her fixit there .till the flood, and then floated her off wi' 
scarce a scratch. We'll just put her about, and creep in shore 
on the other tack.' 

Though the day was slowly breaking, it was still very misty, 
and a thin cold ' smurr ' was beginning to dreep down on the 
sea. The wind was still sharp and strong, the sea high, and the 
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squalls dangerous ; but we knew now that the worst of our 
troubles must be over. As we approached closer to the shore, 
we noticed one great bluff, or headland, from which the land 
receded on either side, leaving it darkly prominent ; and a re- 
ference to the chart soon convinced us that this headland was 
no other than the Ru Hordag, which lies a few miles to the 
south of Loch Boisdale. So we put about again, and slipped 
up along the land, lying very close to the wind It was soon 
clear that the dawn, although it had fully broken, was not going 
to favour us with a brilliant exhibition, nor to dispel the dan- 
gerous vapours in which the shore was shrouded The whole 
shape of the land was distorted. One could merely conjecture 
where solid earth ended and mist began — all was confusion. 
No sun came out — only the dull glimmer through the miserable 
* smurr ' betokened that it was day. 

Suddenly, with a shriek of joy, the Viking discovered the 
buoy, and pointed it out through the rain. Yes, there it was, 
a red spot in a circle of white foam, about a quarter of a mile 
on the weather quarter. With this assistance it was decided 
that the spot which Shaw had compared to the 'gleam of 
herring-scales' was indeed the mouth of the loch. Never did 
voyagers hail the sight of haven with greater joy ! 

It was a run of nearly a mile up to the anchorage, and the 
passage was by no means a safe one ; but Hamish, once in the 
loch, knew every stone and shallow perfectly. When we cast 
anchor, the thin ' smurr ' had changed into a heavy rain, and all 
the scene around was black and wild But what cared we ? 
The fire was lighted in the forecastle, Hamish put on the 
kettle, and the kettle began to sing. Then, after donning dry 
clothes, we sat down as merry as crickets. The Cook re- 
covered, and poached the eggs. I dozed suffi^ vcs. *&. csswssx. 
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The Viking swore roundly that it had been the ' jolliest night ' 
he had ever spent, and that such experiences made him in love 
with sailing. Hamish Shaw, to whom all the glory of the night 
belonged, first lit his black cutty pipe and rested his head 
against the side of the forecastle, and then, in an instant, 
dropped off heavy as a log, worn out with fatigue, and still 
gripping the cutty firmly between his teeth as he slept. 



CHAPTER V. 

THE FISHERS OF THE LONG ISLAND. 

The Terris first anchorage in the Outer Hebrides was at Loch 
Boisdale, and it was there that the dreary landscape of the 
Long Island began to exercise its deep fascination over my 
mind. We lay at the usual place, close to the pier and inn, in 
the full enjoyment of the ancient and fish-like smell wafted to 
us from the curing-places ashore. The herring-fishers had 
nearly all departed, save one or two native crews who were still 
labouring leisurely ; but they had left their d'ebris everywhere — 
skeletons of huts, piles of peat, fish-bones, scraps of rotten nets, 
even broken pots and dishes. One or two huts, some entirely 
of wood, stood empty, awaiting the return of their owners in the 
following spring. The whole place was deserted ; its harvest- 
time was over. When we rowed ashore in the punt, the popu- 
lation, consisting of two old men and some dirty little boys, re- 
ceived us in grim amazement and silence, until the advent of 
the innkeeper, who, repressing all outward symptoms of wonder, 
bade us a sly welcome and showed us the way to his establish- 
ment. The obvious impression was that we were insane ; the 
tiny craft in which we had come over, our wild and haggard 
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appearance, and, above all, the fact that we had actually come 
to Loch Boisdale for pleasure (a fact unprecedented in the mind 
of the oldest inhabitant), all contributed to strengthen this 
belief. The landlord was free and inquisitive, humouring us 
cunningly, as keepers do mad people, receiving all our state- 
ments calmly and without contradiction, answering all our ques- 
tions in the easy manner found useful in dealing with idiots and 
infants, never thinking it worth while to correct us when we 
were wrong. As he sat chatting with us over a glass of 
whisky in a mildewy room of the inn, the inhabitants dropped 
in one by one ; first the two old men, then a little boy, then a 
tipsy fisherman, and so on till the room was full of spectators, 
all with their mouths wide open, and all without any sign of 
ordering or drinking anything, staring at the strangers. This 
volley of eyes became at last so unbearable, that it was thought 
advisable to direct it elsewhere by ordering ' glasses round ;' an 
act of generosity ^which, however grateful to the feelings, was 
received without enthusiasm, though the mouths and eyes 
opened still wider in amaze. The advent of the whisky, how- 
ever, acted like a charm, and the company burst into a torrent 
of Gaelic 

The result of a long conversation with the populace — .which 
in number and appearance bore about the same relation to a 
respectable community that a stage ' mob ' in ' Julius Caesar ' 
would bear to the real article — was not particularly edifying. 
These gentlemen were cynical on the merits of Loch Boisdale ; 
its principal beauties, in their opinion, being ague, starvation, 
and weariness. For any person to remain there, ever so short 
a time, who could by any possibility get out of it, was a thing 
not to be credited by common-sense. The innkeeper, however, 
tried to convey to us his comprehension that we had corner// 
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there, not for pleasure, but ' on a discovering manner,' by which 
mystical Celticism he meant to say that we were visitors come 
to make inquiries, possibly with a view to commerce or statistics. 
He shook his head over both country and people, and seemed 
to think our expedition was a waste of time. 

For three days after that, it rained as it can rain only in the 
Long Island ; and when at last, tired out of patience, we rushed 
ashore, our friend the innkeeper received us with a deprecating 
smile. With keen sarcasm, we demanded if it were always 
' that sort of weather ' in Loch Boisdale ; but he replied quite 
calmly, 'Ay, much aboot.' But when we sat down over 
usquebaugh, and the rain, still plashing darkly without, 

' With its twofold sound, 
The clash hard by, and the murmur all round !' 

showed that the weather was little likely to abate that day, the 
landlord seemed to think his credit at stake, and that even 
Loch Boisdale was appearing at a disadvantage. To console 
him, we told him that story of the innkeeper at Arrochar which 
poor Hugh Macdonald used to retail with such unction over 
the toddy. An English traveller stayed for some days at 
Arrochar, and there had been nothing but rain from morn to 
night. The landlord tried to keep up his guest's spirits by 
repeated prophecies that the weather was ' about to break up ;' 
but at last, on the fifth day, the stranger could endure it no 
longer. ' I say, landlord ; have you ever — now on your honour 
— have you ever any other sort of weather in this confounded 
place ?' The landlord replied humbly, yet bitterly : ' Speak 
nae mair, sir, speak nae mair — I'm just perfectly ashamed of 
the way in which our weather's behaving !' But the Loch 
Boisdale landlord seemed to think the tale infinitely too serious 
for laughter. 
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As we have noted above, the herring harvest was over. 
Twice in the year there is good fishing — in the spring and in 
the autumn ; but the autumn fishing is left quite in the hands 
of a few native boats. The moment the spring fishing ends, 
Loch Boisdale subsides into torpor. All is desolate and still ; 
only the fishy smell remains, to remind the yawning native of 
the glory that is departed. 

A busy sight indeed is Loch Boisdale or Stornoway in the 
herring season. Smacks, open boats, skiffs, wherries, make the 
narrow waters shady ; not a creek, however small, but holds 
some boat in shelter. A fleet indeed ! — the Lochleven boat 
from the east coast, with its three masts and three huge lug- 
sails ; the Newhaven boat with its two lugsails ; the Isle of 
Man i jigger;' the beautiful Guernsey runner, handsome as a 
racing yacht, and powerful as a revenue-cutter ; besides all the 
numberless fry of less noticeable vessels, from the fat west- 
country smack with its comfortable fittings down to the miser- 
able Arran wherry.* Swarms of seagulls float everywhere, and 
the loch is so oily with the fish deposit that it requires a strong 
wind to ruffle its surface. Everywhere on the shore and hill- 
sides, and on the numberless islands, rises the smoke of camps. 
Busy swarms surround the curing-houses and the inn, while the 
beach is strewn with fishermen lying at length, and dreaming 
till work-time. In the afternoon, the fleet slowly begins to dis- 

* The Arran wherry, now nearly extinct, is a wretched-looking thing 
without a bowsprit, but with two strong masts. Across the foremast is a 
bulkhead, and there is a small locker for blankets and bread. In the 
open space between bulkhead and locker birch-tops are thickly strewn 
for a bed, and for covering there is a huge woollen waterproof blanket 
ready to be stretched out on spars. Close to the mast lies a huge stone, 
and thereon a stove. The cable is of heather rope, the anchor wooden, 
and the stock a stone. Rude and ill-found as these boats are, they face 
weather before which any ordinary yachtsman would quail. 
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appear, melting away out into the ocean, not to re-emerge till 
long after the grey of the next dawn. 

Did you ever go out for a night with the herring-fishers ? If 
you can endure cold and wet, you would enjoy the thing hugely, 
especially if you have a boating mind. Imagine yourself on 
board a west-country smack, running from Boisdale Harbour 
with the rest of the fleet. It is afternoon, and there is a nice 
fresh breeze from the south-west You crouch in the stern by 
the side of the helmsman, and survey all around you with the 
interest of a novice. Six splendid fellows, in various picturesque 
attitudes, lounge about the great, broad, open hold, and another 
is down the forecastle boiling coffee. If you were not there, 
half of these would be taking their sleep down below. It 
seems a lazy business, so far ; but wait ! By sunset the smack 
has run fifteen miles up the coast, and is going seven or eight 
miles east of Ru Hunish lighthouse ; many of the fleet still 
keep her company, steering thick as shadows in the summer 
twilight. How the gulls gather yonder ! That dull plash 
ahead of the boat was caused by the plunge of a solan goose. 
That the herrings are hereabout, and in no small numbers, you 
might be sure, even without that bright phosphorescent light 
which travels in patches on the water to leeward. Now is the 
time to see the lounging crew dart into sudden activity. The 
boat's head is brought up to the wind, and the sails are lowered 
in an instant* One man grips the helm, another seizes the 
back rope of the net, a third the ' skunk ' or body, a fourth is 
placed to see the buoys clear and heave them out, the rest 
attend forward, keeping a sharp look-out for other nets, ready, 

* There is fashion everywhere. An east-country boat always shoots 
across the wind, of course carrying some sail ; while a west-country boat 
shoots before the wind, with bare poles. 
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in case the boat should run too fast, to steady her by dropping 
the anchor a few fathoms into the sea. When all the nets are 
out, the boat is brought bow on to the net, the c swing ' (as 
they call the rope attached to the net) secured to the smack's 
' bits,' and all hands then lower the mast as quickly as possible. 
The mast lowered, secured, and made all clear for hoisting at a 
moment's notice, and the candle lantern set up in the iron 
stand made for the purpose of holding it, the crew leave one 
look-out on deck, with instructions to call them up at a fixed 
hour, and turn in below for a nap in their clothes : unless it so 
happens that your brilliant conversation, seasoned with a few 
bottles of whisky, should tempt them to steal a few more 
hours from the summer night Day breaks, and every man is 
on deck. All hands are busy at work, taking the net in over 
the bow, two supporting the body, the rest hauling the back 
rope, save one, who draws the net into the hold, and another 
who arranges it from side to side in the hold to keep the vessel 
even. Tweet ! tweet ! that thin cheeping sound, resembling 
the razor-like call of the bat, is made by the dying herrings at 
the bottom of the boat The sea to leeward, the smack's hold, 
the hands and arms of the men, are gleaming like silver. As 
many of the fish as possible are shaken loose during the 
process of hauling in, but the rest are left in the net until the 
smack gets to shore. Three or four hours pass away in this 
wet and tiresome work. At last, however, the nets are all 
drawn in, the mast is hoisted, the sail set, and while the cook 
(there being always one man having this branch of work in his 
department) plunges below to prepare breakfast, the boat makes 
for Loch Boisdale. Everywhere on the water, see the fishing- 
boats making for the same bourne, blessing their luck or cursing 
their misfortune, just as the event of the night may have beetu 
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All sail is set if possible, and it is a wild race to the market. 
Even when the anchorage is reached, the work is not quite 
finished ; for the fish has to be measured out in ' cran ' 
baskets,* and delivered at the curing-statioa By the time that 
the crew have got their morning dram, have arranged the nets 
snugly in the stern, and have had some herrings for dinner, it is 
time to be off again to the harvest-field. Half the crew turn 
in for sleep, while the other half hoist sail and conduct the 
vessel out to sea. 

Huge, indeed, are the swarms that inhabit Boisdale, afloat or 
ashore, during this harvest ; but, partly because each man has 
business on hand, and partly because there is plenty of sea- 
room, there are few breaches of the peace. On Saturday night 
the public-house is crowded, and now and then the dull roar 
ceases for a moment, as some obstreperous member is shut out 
summarily in the dark. Besides the regular fishermen and 
people employed at the curing-stations, there are the herring- 
gutters — women of all ages, many of whom follow singly the 
fortunes of the fishers from place to place. Their business is 
to gut and salt the fish, which they do with wonderful dexterity 
and skill 

Hideous, indeed, looks a group of these women, defiled from 
head to foot with herring garbage, and laughing and talking 
volubly, while gulls innumerable float about them and fill the 
air with their discordant screams. But look at them when their 
work is over, and they are changed indeed. Always cleanly, 
and generally smartly, dressed, they parade the roads and wharf. 
Numbers of them are old and ill-favoured, but you will see 
among them many a blooming cheek and beautiful eye. Their 

* A cran holds rather more than a herring barrel, and the average value 
of a cran measure of herrings is about one pound sterling. 



THE FISHERS OF THE LONG ISLAND. 177 

occupation is a profitable one, especially if they be skilful ; for 
they are paid according to the amount of work they do. 

It is the custom of most of the east-country fishers to bring 
over their own women — one to every boat, sleeping among the 
men, and generally related to one or more of the crew. We 
have met many of these girls, some of them very pretty, and 
could vouch for their perfect purity. Besides their value as 
cooks, they can gut herrings and mend nets ; but their chief 
recommendation in the eyes of the canny fishermen is that they 
are kith and kin, while the natives are strangers, ' no' to be 
trusted.' The east-country fisherman, on his arrival, invariably 
encamps on shore, and the girl or woman * keeps the house ' for 
the whole crew. 

For the fisherman of the east coast likes to be comfortable. 
He is at once the most daring and the most careful He will 
face such dangers on the sea as would appal most men, while at 
the same time he is as cautious as a woman in providing against 
cold and ague. How he manages to move in his clothes is 
matter for marvel, for he is packed like a patient after the cold- 
water process. Only try to clothe yourself in all the following 
articles of attire — pair of socks, pair of stockings over them half 
up the leg, to be covered by the long fishing-boots ; on the trunk 
a thick flannel, covered with an oilskin vest ; after that a com- 
mon jacket and vest ; on the top of these an oilskin coat ; next, 
a mighty muffler to wind round the neck and bury the chin and 
mouth ; and last of all, the sou'- wester ! This is the usual cos- 
tume of an east-country fisherman, and he not only breathes 
and lives in it, but manages his boat on the whole better than 
any of his rivals on the water. He drags himself along on land 
awkwardly enough ; and on board, instead of rising to walk, he 
rolls, as it were, from one part of the boat to the otksxL. "'Rs^ 
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altogether a more calculating dog than the west-country many 
more eager for gain, colder and more reticent in all his dealings 
with human kind. 

On our arrival at Loch Boisdale in the Tern^ there was 
nothing to redeem the cheerless gloom of the place. We 
lingered only a few days, during which it blew a violent gale ; 
and then, slipping out of the harbour with the first light, began 
to work northward along the coast. 

CHAPTER VI. 

GLIMPSES OF THE OUTER HEBRIDES. 

A dreary sky, a dreary fall of rain. Long low flats covered 
with their own damp breath, through which the miserable cattle 
loomed like shadows. Everywhere lakes and pools, as thickly 
sown amid the land as islands amid the Pacific waters. Huts 
wretched and chilly, scarcely distinguishable from the rock- 
strewn marshes surrounding them. To the east the Minch* 
rolling dismal waters towards the far-off heads of Skye ; to the 
west the Ocean, foaming at the lips, and stretching barren and 
desolate into the rain-charged clouds. 

Such was the first view of Ultima Thule, and such indeed 
are the Outer. Hebrides during two or three Mays out of the 
seven. Theirs is the land of Utgard-Loke, a lonely outer 
region, not dear to the gods. There are mountains, but they 
do not abound, and are unadorned with the softer colours which 
beautify the inner and more southerly isles. There are no 
trees, and few flowers. Two-thirds of the herbage lacks the 
exquisite softness of true pasture. The peat bog supplies the 
place of the meadow, the grey boulders strew the hills in lieu 
of red heather. The land is torn up everywhere into rocky 
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fjords and desolate lagoons. Where the sea does not reach in 
an arm, the fresh water comes up and deepens in countless 
lakes and pools. There are few song- birds, even the thrush 
being rare ; but the wild goose screams overhead, and the ice- 
duck haunts the gloaming with its terribly human ' Calloo \ 
calloo !' 

The islands of Uist, with Benbecula between, extend from 
the Sound of Harris as far south as Barra, and appear to have 
originally formed one unbroken chain ; and still, indeed, at low 
ebbs, a person might almost walk dryshod from Loch Boisdale 
to Loch Maddy. On the eastern side, and here and there in 
the interior, there are high hills, such as Hecla and Ben Eval ; 
and everywhere on the eastern coast reach long arms of the 
sea, winding far into the land, and sometimes, as in the case of 
Loch Eport, reaching to the very fringe of the Western Ocean.' 
The land is, for the most part, low and unfertile, but there are 
a few breezy uplands and fine moors. All along the western; 
side of the islands stretches a blank coast-line, unbroken by 
loch or haven, however, small ; and above it rises a broad tract 
of hillocks, composed of snow-white sand and powdered sea- 
shells, and covered by dry ' green pasture. Washed and 
winnowed out of the deep bed of the ocean, driven in and piled 
up by the great waters, the sands and shells gather year after: 
year, and, mixing with the moister soil of the interior, yield an 
arable and fertile soil 

To the mind of Hamish Shaw, who has been here many a 
year herring fishing, these features of the land are quite without 
interest or excuse. f It's a poor, miserable country/ he avers ; 
' little use to man !' And this, by the way, is the standard by 
which Shaw measures all the things of this world — their greater 
or less utility to the human. He has a s&fcsx fat sn^ \$^ 

-LI — "2. 
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however high, that will not graze sheep. A seagull or a hawk 
he would destroy pitilessly, because it cannot be converted into 
food. He is angry with the most picturesque fjords, until it 
can be shown that the herring visit them, or that the hill-burns 
that flow into them afford good trout. All this is the more 
remarkable in a man so thoroughly Celtic, so strangely spiritual 
in his reasonings, so pure with the purity of the race. There is 
a fresh life grafted on his true nature. Inoculated early with 
the love for commerce, he most admires cultivated land- 
scenery of any kind ; but that original nature which delights in 
the wild and picturesque is still unconsciously nourished by 
the ever -various sea whereon he earns his bread. 

Hamish Shaw's charge against the Long Island is substantial 
enough ; the country is poor, and neither fat nor fertile. The 
harvest is very early and very poor. There is an excellent 
shield against cold, in the shape of beds of excellent peat, 
sometimes twenty feet in depth, and there is a certain pro- 
vision against famine in the innumerable shell-fish which cover 
the numberless shores. The tormentil, properly pounded and 
prepared, furnishes a first-rate tan for cow or horse leather, of 
which the people make shoes. The land is for the most part 
little better than waste land, but there is good pasturage for 
sheep. 

The people, on the first view, seem slow and listless — over- 
shadowed, too, with the strange solemnity of the race. There 
is no smile on their faces. Young and old drag their limbs, 
not as a Lowlander drags his limbs, but lissomly, with a swift 
serpentine motion. The men are strong and powerful, with 
deep-set eyes and languid lips, and they never excite them- 
selves over their labour. The women are meek and plain, 
full of a calm domestic trouble, and they work harder than 
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their lords. 'A poor, half-hearted people!' says the Pilot; 
' why don't they till the land and fish the seas ?' 

Here, again, the Pilot has his reasons. The people are half- 
hearted — say, an indolent people. They do no justice to their 
scraps of land, which, poor as they be, are still capable of great 
improvement; but their excuse is that they derive little sub- 
stantial benefit from improvements made where there is only 
yearly tenure. They hunger often, even when the fjords op- 
posite their own doors are swarming with cod and ling ; but it 
is to be taken into consideration that only a few of them live 
on the sea-shore or possess boats. They let the ardent east- 
country fishermen carry off the finest hauls of herring. Their 
work stops when their mouths are filled, and yet they are ill 
content to be poor. 

All this, and more than this, is truth, and sad truth. Hamish 
has a strong bill against both country and people. But there 
is another and finer side • to the truth. The watery wastes of 
Uist gather powerfully on the imagination, and the curious race 
that inhabit them grow upon the heart 

At the first view, as we have said, all is dreary — sky, land, 
water ; but after a little time, after the mind has got the proper 
foreground for these new prospects, the feeling changes from 
one of total depression into a sense of peculiar magic. Instead 
of dull flat pools, the lagoons assume their glory of many- 
coloured weeds and innumerable water-lilies ; out of the dreary 
peat bog rise delicate vapours that float in fantastic shapes up 
the hillside ; the sun- peeps out, and the mossy hut sends its 
blue smoke into the clear, still air ; all changes, and every nook 
of the novel prospect has a beauty of its own. 

His must be a strange soul who, wandering over these 
hillocks and gazing westward and seaward in calm weather, is 
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not greatly awed and moved. There is no pretence of effect, no 
tremendousness, no obtrusive sign of power. The sea is glassy 
smooth, the long swell does not break at all, until, reaching the 
smooth sand, it fades softly with deep monotonous moan. 
Here and there, sometimes close to land, sometimes far out 
seaward, a horrid reef slips its black back through the liquid 
blue, or a single rock emerges, tooth-like, thinly edged with 
foam. Southward loom the desolate heights of Barra, with 
crags and rocks beneath, and although there is no wind, the 
ocean breaks there with one broad and frightful flash of white. 
The sea-sound in the air is faint and solemn ; it does not cease 
at all. But what deepens most the strangeness of the scene, 
and weighs most sadly on the mind, is the pale sick colour of 
the sands. Even on the green heights the wind and rain have 
washed out great hollows, wherein the powdered shells are 
drifted like snow. You are solemnized as if you were walking 
on the great bed of the ocean, with the serene depths darken- 
ing above you. You are ages back in time, alone with the 
great forces antecedent to man ; but humanity comes back 
upon you creepingly, as you think of wanderers out upon that 
endless waste, and search the dim sea-line in vain for a sail. 

Calm like this is even more powerful than the storm. Under 
that stillness you are afraid of something — nature, death, immor^ 
tality, God. But at the rising of the winds rises the savage 
Within you : the blood flows, the heart throbs, the eyes are 
pinched close, the mouth shut tight. You can resist now as 
mortal things resist Lifted up into the whirl of things, life is 
all ; the stillness — nature, death, God— is naught. 

Terrific, nevertheless, is the scene on these coasts when the 
storm-wind rises — 

' Blowing the trumpet of Euroclydon.' 
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Westward, above the dark sea-line, rise the purple-black clouds, 
driving with a tremendous scurry eastward, while fresh vapours 
rise swiftly to fill up the rainy gaps they leave behind them. As 
if at one word of command, the waters rise and roar, their white 
crests, towering heavenward, glimmering against the driving 
mist Lightning, flashing out of the sky, shows the long line 
of breakers on the flat sand, the reefs beyond, the foamy tumult 
around the rocks southward. Thunder crashes afar, and the 
earth reverberates. So mighty is the wind at times, that no 
man can stand erect before it ; houses are thrown down, boats 
lifted up and driven about like-fagots. The cormorants, ranged 
in rows along, their solitary cliffs, eye the wild waters in silence, 
starving for lack offish, and even the nimble seagull beats about 
screaming, unable to make way against the storm. 

These are the winter gales — the terror alike of husbandmen 
and fishers. The west wind begins to blow in October, and 
gradually increases in strength, till all the terrors of the tempest 
are achieved. Hailstorms, rainstorms, snowstorms alternate, 
with the terrific wind trumpeting between ; though the salt sea- 
breath is so potent, even in severe seasons, that the lagoons 
seldom freeze and the snow will not lie. The wild wandering 
birds — the hooper, the bean-goose, the grey-lag, all the tribes of 
ducks — gather together on the marshes, sure of food here, 
though the rest of the north be frozen. The great Arctic seal 
sits oil Haskier and sails through the Sound of Harris. Above 
the wildest winds ate heard the screams of birds. 

Go in December to the Sound of Harris, and on some stormy 
day gaze on the wild scene around you; the whirling waters, 
sown everywhere with isles and rocks — here the tide foaming; 
round and round in an eddy powerful enough to drag along the 
largest ship — there a huge patch of seaweed st^vi\\%^s&^asi^ 
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and betraying the lurking reef below. In the distance loom the 
hills of Harris, blue-white with snow, and hidden ever and anon 
in flying mist. Watch the terrors of the great Sound — the 
countless reefs and rocks, the eddies, the furious wind-swept 
waters ; and pray for the strange seamen whose fate it may be 
to drive helpless thither. Better the great ocean, in all its terror 
and might. Yet through that fatal gap, barks, though unpiloted, 
have more than once driven safely. Into Loch Maddy, while 
we were lying there, dashed a water-logged vessel, laden with 
wood, from Norway. Caught by tempests off the Butt of Lewis, 
she had run down the western coast of the Outer Hebrides, 
and was in dire distress, when, as a last resource, it was deter- 
mined to take the Sound. No man on board knew the place, 
and it was impossible to send on shore for a pilot. On they 
drove, the skipper working with his men, the lead-line con- 
stantly going, the watches at bow and on masthead singing out 
whenever any dangerous spot loomed in view. All along the 
coast gathered the island people, expecting every moment to 
see the vessel dashed to pieces ; and, to the skipper's frenzied 
eye, they were wreckers watching for their prey. For a miracle, 
the vessel went safely through, without so much as a scratch. 
The skipper, with bleeding hands and tearful eyes, brought his 
ship into Maddy. All his stores were gone, save a few barrels 
of gin, and these he contrived to exchange for common neces- 
saries. Though it was still wild weather, and though his vessel 
was quite unseaworthy, he was bent on pushing forward to 
Liverpool. Off he went, and, after a day's absence, returned 
again, wild and anxious. He had beaten as far as Barra Headj 
and being checked there by a gale from the south-west, had 
been compelled to return as he had come. Again he drove 
forth, and disappeared ; and again he reappeared, wilder than 
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ever, but as indomitable. The wind had once, more checked 
him off Barra, and hurled him back to Loch Maddy. He 
started a third time, and did not return. It is to be hoped that 
he reached his destination in safety, and that when he next goes 
afloat it will be in a better vessel. 

To the mind of a seaman, such coasts as that of the Long 
Island can scarcely look attractive or kindly ; for his quick eye 
perceives all the danger, all the ghastly plotting against his 
life. Yet in the summer-time the broad and sandy western 
tracts are very beautiful in their luxuriant vegetation, covered 
with daisies, buttercups, and the lesser orchids, brightly inter- 
mingled with the flowers of the white clover. They are quite 
pastoral and peaceful, despite their proximity to the great 
waters.* 

* The western side of North Uist, as of other parts of the Long Island, 
is subject to the sand inundation ; but though this is common on seashores, 
there are not many places where the consequences are beneficial. The 
tenants, it is true, are not always of this opinion, as they are occasionally 
sufferers ; but the proprietors have also hitherto bewildered themselves on 
this subject, as they have equally overlooked the benefits which they derive 
on one hand, while they contemplate the loss they endure on the other. In 
all these islands, the sand is chiefly or entirely calcareous, formed of the 
fragments of shells. These being washed up by the sea, are ground to 
powder by the waves ; and this, becoming dry at low- water, is carried 
onwards to the land by the violence of the winds. Thus there is formed a 
high and irregular bank of dry sand immediately on the shore, generally 
broken into hillocks and excavations, and, wherever it appears solid, com- 
pacted by the roots of the well-known grasses and plants which nature 
seems to have destined to this office. Much of the sand that is blown up 
escapes over this first barrier into the interior country ; but the barrier itself 
moves on also in time, to be succeeded by a new bank and fresh hillocks, 
sometimes in new places, at others in the same, as accidental circumstances, 
such as the lee of a rock, the presence of moisture, or the vigour of vegeta- 
tion, favour its accumulation. To produce the destruction of a bank, or 
the removal of a hillock, it is sufficient that a hole be made, however small, 
or a portion of the vegetable covering removed ; circumstances which pro- 
prietors in general are careful to prevent. Inftns co\ax&r].»\\. S& *m&kr&sSc^ 
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Indeed, the place is full of attractions, directly ; the vulgar 
feeling is abandoned, and the. mind, instead of. waiting to be 
galvanized by some powerful effect, quietly resigns itself to the 

difficult to check the tenants in this matter ; as the Galium verum, one of 
the most useful and abundant of these protecting vegetables, is much used 
by them in dyeing. The wind, having once found a breach, soon scoops 
out and disperses the sand, leaving broken banks, which, lastly, are reduced 
to pillars, standing as memorials of the former height of the whole, but 
destined, in no long time, to follow the same course. Thus, as these outer 
barriers are dispersed and reduced to the level of the seashore, the sea 
seems to gain on the land. But, in other places, new banks are forming 
from the same causes, and here the land is gaining on the sea. With regard 
to the tenants, the loss of one is generally the gain of another. To* the 
jproprietor, the whole might be considered as pretty fairly balanced ; but it 
is more likely that, on the whole, the land is rather increased than diminished. 
Every sand-hill came originally from the bottom of the sea ; and every 
addition, vacillate as it may in place, must come from the same fertile 
source. That this is often the fact is very certain ;- since on many seashores 
large tracts of land are actually produced in this manner. 

Though there should not be much gain, however, in the extent of the 
land, there seems to be a steady acquisition in regard to. its value. On a 
superficial view, it would appear — as it must do to the. tenants who may 
chance to suffer — that the whole process is injurious ; as, unquestionably, 
many spots, once fertile, are rendered barren, at least for a time. But while, 
those who lose complain, the gainers, as usual, do not boast. The sand, in 
its progress, serves to fertilize a more distant spot, while it may suffocate 
that one on which it rests too abundantly. Thus the loss of one farm, in 
point of fertility as in extent, becomes the gain of another ;• and the advan-; 
tages and disadvantages are perpetually transferred from the hand of one 
tenant to that of his neighbour. But the proprietor is always, gaining, as 
the extent of the improved land is far greater than thajt of the injured. Not 
only here, but in South Uist, in Barra, in Coll, in Harris, in Colonsa, and 
in many other places, the winds sweep the, sand far into the interior, till i( 
is checked by the hills, where meeting with moisture by which it i§ fixed, 
and peat to which it is a perpetual and ever-renovated manure, it brings on 
a coat of verdure where nothing grew before but heath ; whence that 
which, on the flat and arid shores, is the cause of small spots of barren? 
ness, is, in its progress, the source of extensive fertility. The springing of 
white clover is one among the results which prove this good effect, as that 
is an invariable result of the application of calcareous matter to Highland 
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spirit of the scene. Sight-seeing is like dram-drinking, and 
the sight-seer, like the dram-drinker, is hot particular, about 
the quality, so long as the dose of stimulant is strong and 
stiff. 

The typical tourist, who goes into ecstasies over the Tros-: 
sachs and crawls wondering under the basaltic columns of 
Staffa, would not, perhaps, be particularly stimulated at first 
by a pull up one of the numberless fjords which eat their 
winding way into the eastern coasts of the Outer Hebrides.. 
The far-off hills around Skiport and Maddy are : not tall enough 
for such a modern, and the sea is dull, not being sensational, 
but. old-fashioned. We, on the other hand, who find it un- 
necessary to rush far for wonders, and who are apt to b$ blind 
to nature's more obtrusive beauties, . have a greater liking for 
t;hese quaint old fjords than for the showy Trossachs or the 
splendid Glencoe. To float through, them: alone, in a small 
boat, on a quiet summer gloaming, is marvellously strange and 
eerie ; for they are endless, arm growing out of arm just: as the 
bourne seems reached ; winding arid interwinding, sometimes 
only a few feet in depth, at others broad and deep — and at 
every point of vantage there, is something new to look upon. 
Some idea of the windings of the tides may be gained, from the 
statement that Loch Maddy in North Uist, although covering 

pastures. The proprietors have not hitherto been aware of the nature of 
this process, of so much importance in the agriculture of these islands. 
They have forgotten to note the difference between their own lands and 
those which sand injures ; judging by habit, and forgetting to observe or 
reason. It is proper for them to recollect that the transference of even 
common sand may thus be sometimes useful; far more that which is of a 
calcareous nature. They may cease to be so anxious in checking . the sand 
inundation ; whenever, at least, the position of the ground is such as to 
enable the prevailing winds to dispose of it in the manner in which it 
seems most evidently to be distributed in North. Uist. 
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only ten square miles, possesses a line of coast which, measur- 
ing all the various islands, creeks, and bays, has been calcu- 
lated to ramify over three hundred miles. For picturesque 
sea depths, swarming with rare aquatic plants, and for variety 
of strange sea-birds, these fjords are unmatched in Britain; 
and they are characterized by wonderful effects of sun and 
mist, rainbow apparitions, fluent lights and shadows. Pleasant 
it is, in still weather, to lean over the boat's side and watch the 
crystal water-world in some quiet nook, vari-coloured with 
rocks, weeds, and floating tangle, and haunted by strange 
images of life. You are back in the great crustacean era, 
when man was not. Innumerable shell-fish, many of rare 
beauty, surround you ; wondrous monsters, magnified by the 
water, stare at you with their mysterious eyes, till Humanity 
fades out of sight When you raise your head you are dazzled, 
and almost tremble at the new sense of life. 

Ever and anon, in the course of these aquatic rambles, you 
meet a group of kelp-burners gathered on a headland or 
promontory ; and a capital study it would make for an artist 
with some little Rembrandtish mastery over the shadows. 
Clouding the background of cold blue sky, the thick smoke 
rises from their black fire, and the men move hither and thither, 
in and out of the vapour, raking the embers together, piling the 
dry seaweed by armsful on to the sullen flames. As they flit to 
and fro, their wild Gaelic cries seem foreign and unearthly, and 
their unkempt hair and ragged garments loom strangely through 
the foul air. On the hill-slope above them, where a rude road 
curves to the shore, a line of carts, each horse guided by a 
woman, comes creaking down to the weed-strewn beach to 
gather tangle for drying. The women, with their coarse serge 
petticoats kilted high and coloured handkerchiefs tied over their 
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heads, stride like men at the horses' heads, and shriek the 
beasts forward* 

* The manufacture of kelp, although depreciated infinitely in value 
since Government took the duty off Spanish barilla, is yet carried on to a 
large extent. The process is very simple— that of burning the seaweed in 
stone ovens until it leaves the solid deposit called kelp in the raw state ; but 
care and experience are required to produce the best article. MacCulloch, 
writing in 1824, speaks thus of the kelp manufacture, and manages, being 
committed to simple detail, to keep pretty much to the point : 

' As the price of kelp varies in the market, the revenues of the pro- 
prietors are subject to fluctuations from which the labourers are exempt. 
When first wrought, and down to the year 1760, the price reached from 
£2 to £$ per ton ; the expenses being then far less than at present.' In 
1790, it was at £6 ; whence, as the succeeding war checked the importa- 
tion and raised the price of barilla, it rose to ;£ii, ^12, £i$, and, for a 
short period, to ^20. Valuable, therefore, as this species of property may 
be, it is extremely unsteady ; while it is also precarious, as any great in- 
crease in the produce of foreign barilla, the removal of the duties, or the 
discovery of the long-attempted problem to decompose sea-salt by a cheap 
process, might extinguish it in a moment. Where the interests are so few, 
and the total advantages so limited, it could scarcely expect protection from 
restrictive laws. I must now indeed add, that between the period of 
writing and printing this, the duties on barilla have been diminished, but 
that an after-suspension of the law has also taken place. Hence it becomes 
unnecessary further to alter what I had written ; while the present view will 
tend to show what the effects of the loss of this manufacture are likely to 
be on the insular population, and how necessary it is that some equivalent, 
if temporary, relief should be given. 

' If this manufacture was once ill-understood and worse managed, it 
seems now to have attained all the perfection of which it is susceptible. 
June, July, August, and part of September, form the period of this harvest. 
The drift weed thrown on shore by storms is sometimes used ; but, if much 
injured, it is rejected, as in this state it is found to yield little salt. This 
kind consists chiefly of tangles, as they are here called, or Fucus saccha- 
rinus and Digitatus, which at all times contain less soda than the harder 
species, and are also much better adapted for manure. The latter consists 
chiefly of four, the Serralus, DigitaUis, Nodosus, and Vesiculosus, and these 
are cut at low- water from the rocks on which they grow. As the value of a 
kelp estate depends on the magnitude of the crop, it is therefore regulated 
principally by three circumstances ; namely, the linear extent of the shores, 
the breadth of the interval between high and low water mark, cq^vs^vxsj^xv 
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Standing on Kenneth Hill, a rocky elevation on the north 
side of Loch Boisdale, and looking westward on a summer day, 
one has a fine glimpse of Boisdale and its lagoons, stretching 
right over to the edge of the Western Ocean, five miles distant. 
The inn and harbour, with the fishing-boats therein, make a fine 

the length of the ebb or fall of the tide and the flatness of the beach, and 
the tranquillity of the water or its shelter from the surge : to which may be 
added the nature of the rocks, as some kinds are found to favour. the growth 
of the plants more than others. It has been attempted to increase the 
extent of this submarine soil by rolling stones into the water ; but I believe 
that the success has never repaid the expense. On some estates this harvest 
is reaped every second year ; on others only every third ; nor does it seem 
to be agreed what are the comparative advantages of either practice. 

' The weeds, being cut by the sickle at low-water, are brought on shore 
by a very simple and ingenious process. A rope of heath or birch is laid 
beyond them, and the ends being carried up beyond the high-water mark, 
the whole floats as the tide rises, and thus, by shortening the rope, is com- 
pelled to settle above the wash of the sea, whence it is conveyed to the 
dry land on horseback. The more quickly it is dried, the better is the pro- 
duce ; and, when dry, it is burnt in coffers, generally constructed with stone, 
sometimes merely excavated in the earth. In Orkney the latter are pre- 
ferred. It has been attempted, idly enough, to introduce kilns, a refine- 
ment of which the advantages bear no proportion to the expense, as in the 
ordinary mode the kelp forms its own fuel. As twenty-four tons of weed, 
at a medium, are required to form a ton of kelp, it is easy to conceive the 
labour employed for this quantity, in the several processes of cutting, land- 
ing, carrying, drying, stacking, and burning. 

* In general, the kelp shores are reserved by the proprietor, who thus 
becomes the manufacturer and merchant. If, in some points of view, this 
is a questionable piece of policy, it is a practice not easily avoided. The 
farms of the great bulk of the tenants are too small to allow of their 
managing the kelp to advantage ; nor would it be easy to find a responsible 
lessee for this part of the estate alone. As there is no class of labourers in 
this country, the work must also be performed by the small tenants. These, 
however, are not paid by money wages ; but, being the tenants on the 
estate itself, a portion of their rent is thus imposed and received in the 
form of labour. Thus two pounds a year, and the manufacture of a ton 
of kelp, will represent the average rent of a farm here valued at five 
pounds.' 
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foreground, and thence the numerous ocean fjords, branching 
this way and that like the stems of seaweeds, stretch glistening 
westward into the land A little inland, a number of huts 
cluster, like beavers' houses, on the site of a white highway ; 
and along the highway peasant men and women, mounted or 
afoot, come wandering down to the port. Far as the eye can 
see the land is quite flat and low, scarcely a hillock breaking the 
dead level until the rise of a row of low sandhills on the very 
edge of the distant sea. The number of fjords and lagoons, 
large and small, is almost inconceivable; there is water every- 
where, still and stagnant to the eye, and 'so constant in its pre- 
sence that the mind can scarcely banish the fancy that this land 
is some floating, half-substantial mass, torn up in all places to 
show the sea below. The highway meanders through the 
marshes until it is quite lost on the other side of the island, 
where all grows greener and brighter, the signs of cultivation 
more noticeable, the human habitations more numerous. Far 
away, on the long black line of the marshes, peeps a spire, and 
the white church gleams below, with schoolhouse and hovels 
clustering at its feet. 

A prospect neither magnificent nor beautiful, yet surely full of 
fascination; its loneliness, its piteous human touches, its very 
dreariness, win without wooing the soul. And if more be wanted, 
wait for the rain — some thin cold ' smurr ' from the south, which 
will clothe the scene with grey mist, shut out the distant sea, 
and, brooding over the desolate lagoons, draw from them pale 
and beautiful rainbows, which come and go, dissolve and grow, 
swift as the colours in a kaleidoscope, touching the dreariest 
snatches of water and waste with all the wonders of the prism. 
Or if you be a fair-weather voyager, afraid of wetting your skin, 
wait for the sunset. It will not be such a sunset as you have 
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been accustomed to on English uplands or among high moun- 
tains, but something sullener, stranger, and more sad. From a 
long deep bar of cloud, on the far-off ocean horizon, the sun will 
gleam round and red, hanging as if moveless, scarcely tinting 
the deep watery shadow of the sea, but turning every lagoon to 
blood. There will be a stillness as if Nature held her breath. 
You will have no sense of pleasure or wonder — only hushed 
expectation, as if something were going to happen ; but if you 
are a saga-reader, you will remember the death of Balder, and 
mutter the rune. Such sunsets, alike yet ever different, we saw, 
and they are not to be forgotten. Then most deeply did the 
soul feel itself in the true land of the glamour, shut out wholly 
from the fantasies of mere fairyland or the grandeurs of mere 
spectacle. The clouds may shape themselves into the lurid 
outlines of the old gods, crying, 

' Suinken i Gruus er 
Midgards stad !' 

the mist on the margins of th* pools may become the gigantic 
witch-wife, spinning out lives on her bloody distaff, and croaking 
a prophecy ; but gentler things may not intrude, and the happy 
sense of healthy life dies utterly away. 

Pleasant it is, after such an hour, to wander across the bogs 
and marshes, and come down on the margin of a little lake, 
while the homeward passing cattle low in the gloaming. You 
are now in fairyland. With young buds yellow, and flowers as 
white as snow, floating freely among the floating leaves, the 
water-lilies gather, and catch the dusky silver of the moon. 
The little dab-chick cries, and you see her sailing, a black 
speck, close to shore, and splashing the pool to silver where she 
dives. The sky clears, and the still spaces between the lilies 
glisten with stars, whose broken rays shimmer like hoar-frost 
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and touch with crystal the edges of leaves and flowers. You 
are a child at once, and think of Oberon. 

Neither more nor less than we have described them are the 
Outer Hebrides ; a few mountains, endless stretches of peat 
bogs and small lagoons, a long tract of shell-sand hillocks, all 
environed, eaten into, and perpetually shapen afresh by the 
never-resting sea — 

' Hebrid isles, 
Set far amid the melancholy main.' 

Like all such children of the sea, they flit from mood to mood, 
sometimes terrible, sometimes miserable, peaceful occasionally, 
but never highly gay. Half the year round they are misted 
over by the moist oceanic rains — in winter the sea strews them 
anew with seaweeds, shells, and drift timber — and for a few days 
in the year they bask in a glassy sea and behold the midsummer 
sun. 

The rafters of most of the dwellings on the seashore are 
composed of the great logs of drift-wood which find their way 
over the ocean to the western coasts — mighty trees, with stumps 
of roots and branches still remaining, wafted from the western 
continents. Many of these trunks are covered with the foliage 
of seaweed, and adorned with barnacles — which, it is still 
popularly believed, are geese in the embryo. Others are the 
masts and yards of ships. 

As has before been noted, the people of these isles are very 
poor. Their chief regular occupation, not a very profitable one 
now, is the manufacture of kelp ; but they work during a 
portion of the year at the cod, ling, and herring fisheries. At 
certain seasons of the year they reap an excellent harvest out of 
the cuddies, or young lithe, which appear on the coast in 
numbers nearly as great as the herring fry. They are taken by 
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thousands in long bag-nets tied to the end of a long pole. In 
hard times the people subsist almost entirely on shell-fish, such 
as cockles and mussels, which abound on the endless sea-coast. 
Most of them have small crofts, and a few of them are able to 
keep cows. Here and there reside wealthy tacksmen, who rent 
large farms, employ a good deal of labour, and people the wastes 
with cattle and sheep. These tacksmen rule the land with quite 
arbitrary sway. In their hands lies the welfare of the popula- 
tion. Many of them appear to be honest, kindly men, but 
there are evidences that some of them still keep their dependents 
as ' scallags,' in virtual slavery. 

Walk from one end of the Uists to the other and you will not 
meet a smiling face. It is not that the people are miserable, 
though they might be happier ; nor is it that they are apathetic, 
though they could be more demonstrative. With one and all 
of them life is a solemn business ; they have little time for sport 
— indeed, their disposition is not sportive. You must not joke 
with them — they do not understand; not because they are 
stupid, not because they are suspicious of your good faith, but 
merely because their visions, unlike the visions of brilliant 
races, are steady rather than fitful — seeing the world and things 
under one changeless ray of light, instead of by wonderful 
flashes. From the beginning to the end they have the same 
prospect, without summer, without flowers. Wild mirth-making 
in such a world would look like mountebanking among graves. 

Yet how tender they are ! how exquisitely fresh and kind ! 
They are the most home-loving people in the world ; that is one 
of the chief reasons why they do not venture more on the water 
at greater distances from the family croft. One meal under the 
dear old roof, with the women and the little ones gathered 
roundabout, is sweeter than a dozen at a distance or on board 
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ship ; hard fare and sorry sleeping in a hut on the waste, where 
the wife can rear her young and the old mother spin in the ingle, 
is to be preferred to fine service and good clothes anywhere else 
in the world. There is an old Gaelic saying common here, ' A 
house without the cry of bairns is like a farm without kye or 
sheep.' Next to this love of home, this yearning to be the centre 
of a little circle, there dwells in the people of the islands a 
passionate fondness for localities. Uist is brighter to most than 
any promised land, however abundant the store of milk and 
honey. They know the place is bare and desolate, they know 
that it becomes a sore, sore pinch to live on the soil, but they 
know also that their fathers lived here before them, wedded here, 
died here, and (they fervently believe) went virtuously to heaven 
from here. True, some of the younger and livelier spirits express 
their willingness to emigrate, and do emigrate occasionally, ex- 
hibiting under the influence of liquor plentifully distributed all 
the signs of exhilaration; but such are exceptions, corrupted 
youngsters, caught too early by the yellow itch of gold. Nothing 
is more noticeable in these islands than the demoralizing influ- 
ence of civilization on the race. The farther one recedes from 
the seaports, from the large farms of the wealthy tacksmen, 
from the domain of the shopkeeper and the schoolmaster, the 
brighter do the souls of the cotters grow, the opener their hands, 
the purer their morals, and the happier their homes. Whenever 
the great or little Sassenach comes, he leaves a dirty trail like 
the slime of the snake. He it is who abuses the people for 
their laziness, points sneeringly at their poor houses, spits scorn 
on their wretchedly-cultivated scraps of land ; and he it is who, 
introducing the noble goad of greed, turns the ragged domestic 
virtues into well-dressed prostitutes, heartless and eager for hire. 
In the whole list of jobbers, excepting only the * meaxv ^V^ss*' 
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of the Southern States of America, there are few paltrier fellows 
than the men who stand by Highland doors and interpret 
between ignorance and the great proprietors. They libel the 
race they do not understand, they deride the affections they are 
too base to cultivate, they rob and plunder, and would extermi- 
nate wholly, the rightful masters of the soil. They are the 
agents of civilization in such places as the Outer Hebrides ; so 
that, if God does not help the civilized, it is tolerably clear that 
the Devil will. 

In the islands, beware of the civilized. The cultivated 
islander, like the Sassenach, gives you nothing in kindliness, 
charges you double for everything, and sees you go without any 
grief save that of half-satisfied greed. Recollect, nevertheless, 
that he is doing well, tills his ground well, and by-and-by, 
perhaps, will keep a little store, going on from little to big 
trading, till he owns both land and boats. The poor uncivilized 
islander, on the other hand, makes you welcome to his hearth, 
gives you ' bite and sup ' of the best, talks to you with free heart 
and honest sympathy, and is only hurt and pained if you try 
to repay hospitality with money. No matter how poor the hut, 
the stranger must have something — if not a drink of milk, the 
croft being too poor to support a cow, at least a draught of 
water in a clean basin. And the smile that sweetens such gifts 
is like Christ's, turning water into wine. We shall not soon 
forget the pain and indignation of an old islander, while telling 
of his experience once in the Lowlands. He had been walking 
far, and was very thirsty, when he descried a snug cottage, with 
a clean, sonsy housewife standing on the threshold. ' Good 
wife,' he said, after the usual greeting, ' I am very dry, can you 
give me a drink of milk ?' ' We have nae milk/ was the reply. 
' A drink of water then,' said the wanderer. ' Aweel/ said the 
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woman, ' if you like I'll show ye the well, but we hae to fetch 
the water oursePs /' 6 My father and my mother,' said our in- 
formant, after recounting the anecdote — 'my father and my 
mother would have risen screeching from their graves, had I 
greeted the stranger at their door with such a speech ' 

Such are some of the people's virtues — philoprogenitiveness 
(rather a doubtful virtue this in the eyes of some political 
economists !), honesty, hospitality. Note, too, a few of their 
faults, or, as some would say, their vices. Their stanchest 
friend cannot say that they are over-clean. They will some- 
times litter like pigs, when by a little trouble they might live 
like human beings ; and they do not always comb their hair. 
Then, again, they don't and won't go in for ' improvements.' 
The house their parents lived in is good enough for them — a 
herring-barrel is good enough for a chimney, clay is good 
enough for a floor. . They would feel chilly in a bigger dwelling. 
They are used to the thick peat-smoke, the pig by the fire, the 
hens on the rafters — perhaps, too, in the season, the calf in a 
corner. A philosopher may say — ' Why not ?' 

One picture of a cottage may be as good as a dozen. Imagine, 
then, a wall, five or six feet thick, tapering inwards, and 
thereon, springing about a foot within the outer edge of the 
wall, a roof of turf and thatch, held down by heather ropes 
set close together, and having at either end great stones about 
twenty pounds in weight. The interior is divided by a wooden 
partition into two portions, the 'but' and the ' ben.' The calf 
is in a corner, and the hens roost on the beams overhead. The 
floor is clay, baked hard with the heat of the peat fire. The 
roof is soot-black, having a hole in the top, with a herring- 
barrel for a chimney. From the centre descends a heavy chain, 
with a hook at the end whereon to hang, ttve ^teaXV^as^ V^Ssst. 
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The mistress of the house squats on her hams at the door, and, 
leaning her cheek on her hands, watches you approach. The 
pig is paddling in the puddle close by. • Perhaps, if the house 
is prosperous, the pony is grazing at a short distance, with his 
forelegs tied, to prevent his running away. 

A stranger, wandering here, will be struck by the fact that, 
although the dwellings are so wretched, the dress of the poor 
inhabitants is remarkably good, showing few signs of poverty. 
Almost all wear homespun, and as much of it as possible — 
stout, coarse tweeds for the men, and thick flannels for the 
womfcn. Nearly every house has a spinning-wheel, many 
houses possess a loom ; a few have both ; and a busy sight it is 
to see the comely daughter working at the loom, while the 
mother spins at her side, and even the man knits himself a pair 
of stockings while he smokes his pipe in the corner. The men, 
as well as the women, are excellent weavers. 

Another point that will strike a stranger, in the Uists 
especially, is the enormous number of ponies. Where they 
come from, what they are useful for, we have been unable to 
find out ; but they literally swarm, and must be a serious en- 
cumbrance to the population. We were offered a splendid 
little filly for thirty shillings. 

Thus far nothing has been said of the deep inner life of this 
people. Little as we have seen, and less as we understand, of 
that, we see and understand enough for great emotion. Put 
the spiritual nature aside in estimating capabilities, and you 
exclude all that is greatest and most significant. Now, 
directly the mental turn of the islanders is apprehended, it is 
clear at a glance why they must inevitably sink and perish in 
the race with the southerner or east-countrymaa They are 
too ruminant by nature, too slow to apprehend new truths. 
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They are saddened by a deep, clinging sense that the world is 
haunted. They have faith in witchcraft, in prophecy, in 
charms. If a stranger looks too keenly at a child, they pray 
God to avert ' the evil eye.' They believe that gold and gems 
are hidden in obscure corners of the hills ; but that only super- 
natural powers know where. They have seen the ' Men of 
Peace,' or Scottish fays, with blue bonnets on their heads, push- 
ing from shore the boat that is found adrift days afterwards. 
Some of their old women retain the second sight Strange 
sounds — sometimes like human voices, at others like distant 
bagpipes — are heard about their dwellings when anyone is 
going to die. They tremble at the side of 'fairy wells/ They 
have the Gruagach, or Banshee. In short, they have a 
credulous turn of mind, not entirely disbelieving even when 
they know the evidence to be very doubtful — for they aver that 
the world is fuller of wonders than any one man knows. In 
their daily life, at births, at weddings, at funerals, they keep 
such observances as imply a deep sense of the pathetic nature 
of human ties. The voices of winds and waters are in their 
hearts, and they passionately believe in God.* 

It is still the custom, in the Uists and in Barra, to gather 

* MacCulloch, writing in 1824, speaks of such superstitions as virtually 
extinct over all the Highlands. 'The Highlanders, ' he says, 'now 
believe as much as their Pictish and Saxon neighbours ;' and he proceeds, 
in his usual silly fashion, to rake up all the large names he can muster, for 
the purpose of showing that their superstitions were always plagiarisms of 
the most commonplace kind. With his usual felicity in quoting at random, 
he throws no light whatever on the subject. We wonder if he ever came 
in contact with a Celt of the true breed. Doubtless ; but lacking insight, 
he saw no speculation in the visionary eyes. Even a long night's talk with 
Hamish Shaw would have had no effect on this queer compound of pedantry 
and skittishness — this man of prodigious Latinisms and elephantine jokes. 
Yet his letters were addressed to Walter Scott, who was doubtless much 
edified by their familiarity and endless verbiage. 
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together on the long winter nights, and listen to the strange 
stories recited by aged men and women. These stories have 
been handed down from generation to generation, and are very 
curious indeed, dealing with traditions obviously originating in 
pre-historic periods.* The listeners know all about Ossian and 
Fingal, and regard them almost as real beings. Here and there 
in the islands reside men famous for their good stories, of which 
they are very proud. Some of them are familiar with ancient 
poems, full of sea-sounds and the cries of the wind. With 
these stories and poems — tales of enchanted lands and heavenly 
music — they keep their hearts up in a desolate and lonely 
world; but on all such subjects they are very silent to the 
stranger, until he has managed to win their confidence and 
disarm their pride. 

With such a people religion is naturally a vital thing, im- 
portant as life itself. The poor women will travel miles on 
miles to hear mass, or (if Protestants) to take the communion. 
It is held an evil thing to miss religious ceremonial on the 
Sabbath. In all affairs of joy or sorrow there is one straight 
appeal to the Fountain-head — the Lord God who reigns in 
heaven. Dire is the suffering that can be borne when the 
sufferer is told by the priest that it is ' God's will.' 

What dulness ! what a civilization ! How inferior are these 
benighted beings to their instructors— the petty tradesmen and 
the small factors ! How blessed will the islands be when the 
present demoralizing influences are withdrawn, and the paupers 
possess in their place the huckster's scales and the grocer's 
tallow-candle ! 

* For a full feast of Highland legends of the traditional kind, consult 
Mr. Campbell's * Popular Tales.' 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A WILD-GOOSE CHASE. 

Sealgair thu mar a mharbhas thu GZadh a*s Corr* a's Crotach. — 'O 
sportsman, when killest thou goose, and heron, and curlew?' — Highland 
Proverb. 

If the gentle reader be a sportsman of the usual breed, serious, 
professional, perfect in training, a dead shot at any reasonable 
distance and at any object, from a snipe to a buffalo, it is 
with no respectful feelings that he will hear of our hunting 
raids through the Highland wilds. We were three — myself, 
Hamish Shaw, and the dog Schneider, so named in a fit of 
enthusiasm after seeing Mr. Jefferson's 'Rip Van Winkle.' 
I should have been a terrible fellow in the field if I had 
not been short-sighted, and in the habit of losing my spec- 
tacles. As it is, I was at least terribly in earnest, and could 
contrive to hit a barn-door if I did not aim at it with any 
particular attempt to be accurate. Hamish Shaw was not 
great at flying game, but he was mightily successful in sneaking 
up for close shots at unsuspecting and sitting conies, and his 
eye was as sharp as a backwoodsman's in picking up objects at 
a distance. The third member of the party, Schneider the dog, 
was of the gentler sex, wayward, wilful, for the lack of careful 
training during her infancy, apt to take her own way in hunting 
matters, until brought to a due sense of decorum by a vigorous 
application of the switch. She was, in fact, a noble speci- 
men of the species Briggs, having been trained by myself, 
with the usual triumphant result in such cases; so that, if 
no sheep caught her eye, and a keen watch was kept upon 
her movements, she could be depended oxv fox a. ^aS^ <st «&. 
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chase quite as much as either of her masters. Though she 
could not point or set, she was a tolerable retriever, and few 
dogs of any kind could match her for long and steady labour in 
the water. 

Now, it was my fixed determination, on again roaming 
northward, once and for ever to prove my title to the 
hunter's badge by killing, according to the requirements of 
the old Highland formula, a Red Deer, a Salmon, an Eagle, 
a Seal, and a Wild Swan, every one of which I religiously 
swore to skin and stuff as eternal credentials, testifying un- 
mistakably that I was a man of prowess in the field All 
these, of course, had to be slain single-handed, unaided by any 
more complicated weapons of destruction than the rifle, the 
fowling-piece, and the rod Cunningly enough, I had fixed 
on Uist and the adjacent islands as an excellent place to begin 
my labours, and perhaps achieve the crowning honours of them 
all The red deer, I knew, were certainly not numerous 
there ; but the system of stalking them places the possibilities 
strongly in favour of the hunter, who lies securely hidden, close 
to one of the paths the game is sure to take when driven by 
boatmen from the adjacent small islands where they feed. 
Salmon were plentiful in the great lochs communicating with 
the sea, and in some of the larger rivers. The lesser seals 
swarmed at all times, while during winter even the great Arctic 
monster brooded on Haskeir, and played splashingly at leap- 
frog through the Sound of Harris. Here and there, hovering 
over the inaccessible peaks, poised the eagle, in all the glory of 
his freedom, while the ravens croaked jealously on the shadowy 
crags below. As for the hoopers, solitary specimens had been 
known to alight on the lonely lochans even during the sunny 
season, and in winter the huge migratants landed in swarms — 
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no very difficult mark for the hunter's bullet or ' swan- 
post ' 

These were the mighty game, the hierarchy of the hunter's 
heaven, beautiful, distant, not readily to be won, until drawn 
down by the music of the whizzing ball But I was not 
proud; I had an eye to lesser game, and being inoculated 
at that time with the least bit of the naturalist's] enthusiasm, 
I longed greedily for additions to my museum. Where- 
fore the eider-duck, and the merganser, and the grebe, and 
all the various tribes of sea-birds and land-birds, were care- 
fully marked for addition to the list of specimens culled by that 
steadfast hand. Then there was the cabin-table to be catered 
for ; and rapturously was it noted that wild-ducks and plovers, 
and moorfowl and conies, were numerous in all the islands, and 
that the monster wild-goose, a still more noble quarry, was 
breeding in seeming security in the hearts of all the greater 
moorland lochs.* 

* In that curious and scarce little book on the Western Hebrides, 

published by the Rev. John Lane Buchanan in 1793, there is a marvellous 

account of the ornithological treasures to be found in the islands. The 

ndiveti with which the reverend gentleman retails his wonders is very 

comical : 

' The species of land and sea" fowls over all this country/ he begins, 
* are too many to be mentioned in so limited a work as this. Tarmachans, 
plovers, blackbirds, starlings (or dimddan), red muir-cocks and hens, ducks 
and wild geese by thousands, particularly on the plains of South Uist and 
elsewhere ; woodcocks, snipes, ravens, carrion crows, herons, bats, owls, 
all kinds of hawks and eagles, so large and strong that they carry off 
lambs, kids, fawns, and the weaker kinds of sheep and foals. They have 
been known to attack even cows, horses, and stags ; and their nests are 
frequently found to be plentifully supplied with fish, which, in what are 
called plays of fish, they pick up from the surface of the sea. 

' A species of robbery, equally singular and cruel, was lately practised in 
this country very commonly, and sometimes at this day, in which the eagles 
are the principal actors. The thieves, coming upon the eaglets in thefc 
nests, in the absence of their dams, sow up the, exUfcmvX^ ol \ha. ^ysaX^g&.\ 
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These were the weapons : a Snider rifle, a double-barrel 
breechloader, good for stopping small game on the hillsides ; 
and a long shoulder duck-gun, Big Benjamin by name, good 

so that the poor creatures, tortured by obstructions, express their sense of 
pain in frequent and loud screams. The eagle, imagining their cries to pro- 
ceed from hunger, is unwearied in the work of bringing in fresh prey, to 
satisfy, as he thinks, their craving appetites. But all that spoil is carried 
home by the thieves at night, when they come to give a momentary relief to 
the eaglets, for the purpose, of prolonging, for their own base ends, their 
miserable existence. This infernal practice is now wearing fast away, being 
strictly watched by the gentlemen, and severely punished. Mr. Mackenzie, 
for every eagle killed in Lewis, gives a half-crown. One of those large 
eagles was taken in the Isle of Herries, at Tarbert, together with a large 
turbot, in which the animal had fastened its talons, when asleep, at the 
surface of the water, so as not to be able to disengage them. The eagle, 
with his large wings expanded like sails, drove before the wind into the 
harbour, where he was taken alive (his feet being entangled in the turbot) 
by the country people. 

* Birds of passage, of several kinds, are seen over all the isles. Swans, 
cuckoos, swallows, lapwings, plovers, etc., and wild fowls of several kinds, 
rendered tame, are often seen about the yards, dunghills, and doors of 
houses, among the poultry. 

' The Bishop Carara, or Bunubbuachil, is larger than any goose, of a 
brown colour, the inside of the wing white, the bill long and broad. It 
dives quicker than any other bird. It was never known to fly, the wings 
being too short to carry a weight seldom under, but often above, sixteen 
pounds. 

* The black cormorant is not held in much estimation by the islanders ; 
but such as have white feathers in their wings, and white down on their 
bodies, are famous for making soup or broth of a delicate taste and 
flavour. 

' The Western Hebrides abound in Soland-geese, sea-gulls, and singing- 
ducks, of a size somewhat less than of common ducks. They are con- 
stantly employed either in diving for sand-eels, which are of a speckled 
colour, like leeches, or in sitting together in flocks, and singing, which 
is heard at the distance of half a mile, and is accounted very pleasing 
music. 

* The duck, called the Crawgiabh, is larger than a Muscovy duck, and 
almost tame — you may approach very near it before it takes wing — and is 

frequently kept by gentlemen among the other poultry. 
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for any or everything at a hundred yards, and certain, if loaded 
with the due amount of shot and powder, to stretch low the 
unwary shooter with its sharp recoil. Then there was the rod, 
a slight thing, but clever and pliant, besides being very portable, 
and the six or seven kinds of flies — the dark wild drake's wing 
with white tip being found the finest for trout in all those 
gloomy waters. Besides these, there was the telescope, taken 
in preference to a binocular field-glass, as being at once more 
powerful and more sportsmanlike; but voted a bore in the 
sequel, always getting lost if carried in the hands, and when 



* Rain Goose. — This fowl is always heard at a great distance before a 
storm ; it is almost as large as a goose. 

* Drillechan, or water-magpie. — This bird is larger than a land magpie, 
beautifully speckled, with a long, sharp, and strong bill, red as blood. It 
never swims, but flies from place to place, following the ebb, picking up 
spout-fish. They are silent during the flow of the tide, and begin to whistle 
the moment it turns. 

' Starnags. — This bird appears in spring on these coasts, about the size of 
a hawk, with long, sharp-pointed wings, extremely noisy and daring. They 
are speckled ; but the prevailing colour is white. 

* Fasgatar. — This bird is of blackish blue, as large as a hawk, and is 
constantly pursuing the starnags through the air, to force them to throw out 
of their mouths whatever they have eaten ; and the vile creatures catch 
every atom of what the others throw out, before it reaches the water. It 
will sometimes venture to sit on any boat, if the passengers have provisions 
and throw out any, by way of encouraging its approaches. 

' Wild Doves. — Every cave and clift is full of wild doves.' 
The above needs a little comment. The eagle story may be taken at its 
worth ; but the Rain-goose and the Bishop Carara fairly puzzle us — unless 
by the latter is meant the Loon. The Drillechan, which has a bill * as red 
as blood,' and which whistles 'at the turn of the tide,' is, of course, the 
little Seapie, or Oyster-catcher. The Starnags may be a species of gull ; 
and the Fasgatar the Herring Hawk, so hateful to honest fishers. As for 
the singing duck, the only bird at all answering to the description is the ice 
duck, whose strangely eerie cry is perhaps 'pleasing,' but, assuredly, very 
melancholy. ' Calloo ! calloo !' it moans aloud during windy weather, in a 
voice like the cry of a child in mortal pain. 
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slung over the shoulders by a strap, constantly dangling forward 
in the way of the gun when the shooter stopped, or suddenly 
loosening at the critical moment before firing to scare the pur- 
posed victim away with a savage rattle ! 

There were two ways of hunting — on foot over the moors, 
and on water through the winding fjords. Of the two, we pre- 
ferred the latter — deeming it the more enjoyable and less 
wearisome to the body. 

Floating hither and thither with the lugsail, a light air guiding 
the punt surely though slowly towards the victims, Hamish at 
the helm, Schneider fretting in the bottom, myself crouching 
with cocked gun in the bows, we soon accumulated specimens 
of the many species of ducks, the male and female eider, the 
black guillemot, the herring-hawk, the black scart and green 
shag, and the calloo. All and each of these birds we roasted 
and tasted after the skinning, having determined to give a fair 
trial to every morsel that fell to rod or gun ; out of them all the 
only eatable birds were the eiders, and to devour them with a 
relish would require an appetite. As for the scart, angels and 
ministers of grace defend us from that taste again! The 
rakings of greasiest ship's pantry, the scrapings of the foulest 
cook's colander, mingled with meat from the shambles and 
stinking fish from the seashore, could not surpass its savour ! 
Yet the fishermen praise it hugely, and devour it with greed. At 
St Kilda, where the chief diet of the inhabitants consists of 
sea-fowl, and elsewhere over all the islands, the birds are prized 
as food exactly in proportion to their fishy and oily taste : the 
stronger the savour the more precious the prize. 

Of all common birds that fly, commend us to the curlew ; for 
we are by no means of that tribe of sportsmen who like an easy 
prey; and in our eyes the more difficult the chase the more 
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glorious the sport. The curlew has two noble qualities. Kept 
till the right minute, cooked to a turn, delicately basted, and 
served with sweet sauce, it equals any bird that flies, is more 
delicate than the grouse, richer than the partridge, and plumper 
than the snipe. Then, still better, it is without any exception 
whatever the most difficult of all English birds to catch un- 
awares, or to entice by any device within shooting-distance. It 
is the watchman of birds, the shyest, the most vigilant, the most 
calculating. It knows better than yourself how far your gun can 
carry; and with how mocking and shrill a pipe it rises and wheels 
away, just as you flatter yourself it is within gunshot ! Poor' will 
be your chance at the wild-duck on the shore, if the whaup be 
near; for his sharp eye will spy you out, as you crawl forward face 
downward, and at his shrill warning, ' whirr ' will sound the wings 
of the quacking flock, as they rise far over your head, and you 
rise shaking off the dirt and cursing the tell-tale. When a band 
of curlews alight, be sure that not one avenue of approach is un- 
guarded; look with a telescope, and mark the outlying guards — 
one high up on a rock, another peering round the corner of a 
cliff, a third far up on the land, and a last straggler perhaps pass- 
ing over your own head with a whistle to his brethren. In all 
our sporting experience — and it has been long if not glorious — 
we have known only one of these birds to have been shot sitting, 
and this one was slain on a hillside, by Hamish Shaw, who strapped 
his gun upon his back and crawled through the heather on his 
stomach, like a snake ! 

Let the sportsman who has distinguished himself on the 
moors or among the turnip-fields, and boasts loudly of his 
twenty brace, try his hand at a day's curlew-shooting ; and if on 
a first or second trial he bags enough dinner for a kestrel, we 
will call him the prince of shooters. In the breeding season 
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only is it possible to shoot this bird easily, without an accurate 
knowledge of its habits, or much experience of its wary arts : 
but who destroys the bird-mother or her tender mate ? 

Hamish Shaw and I slew many a whaup in the fjords at 
Boisdale. Nowhere in the Highlands were these birds so 
plentiful — they gathered in great flocks, literally darkening the 
sky; but nowhere, also, were they shyer and wilder, for the 
numberless pairs of eyes told hugely against] the shooter. A 
little was done by seeking a concealed station, and having the 
birds driven as much as possible in that direction ; but the most 
successful plan was to row the punt slowly to the spot where the 
birds thronged the rocks, with their heads and bodies all turned 
one way, and when they arose screaming, to run the chance of 
picking off solitary individuals at long distances. It was found 
that the curlew always felt himself perfectly safe flying at eighty 
or ninety yards ; and, with careful shooting and proper loading, 
Big Benjamin could do wonders at that distance at any 
tolerably-sized bird on the wing. 

In the greater inland lochs at Boisdale, while the Tern was 
lying in the harbour, the wild-duck were plentiful, and they were 
vigorously hunted on two occasions by our sportsmen and the 
dog. It was not such easy work as duck-shooting often is, for 
all the shores of the lochs were covered with deep sedge and 
reeds, stretching out far into the water and affording safe cover 
to innumerable coots and dab-chicks, as well as to the ducks 
themselves. Schneider, however, performed famously, swim- 
ming and forcing his way through the green forest, till he startled 
many a bird to the open. 

Enough of such ignoble chronicling of small beer. Whaups, 
wild-ducks, dabchicks — these are to be found on every moor 
and lochan south as well as north of the Tweed But what 
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says the reader to the wild goose ? A more noticeable fellow 
surely, and well worthy of the sportsman's gun. Even far south 
in England, in severe weather, you have been startled by the 
loud "quack, quack, quack," above your head, and looking 
upward, you have seen, far up in the air, the flock flying swiftly 
in the shape of a wedge, wending God knows whither, with out- 
stretched necks in noble flight. The tame goose, the fat, wad- 
dling, splay-footed, hissing gosling, all neck and bottom, is an 
eyesore, a monstrosity, fit only for the honours of onion-stuffing 
and apple-sauce at the Christmas season ; but his wild kinsman 
is Hyperion to a satyr, noble as well as beautiful, winged like an 
eagle, powerful as a swan, not easily to be slain by Cockney gun, 
not easily to be surpassed in his grand flight by Cockney imagi- 
nation. Now, we had long known that the wild goose bred in 
the wilds of Uist, and we longed to take him in his lair ; and 
pursue him we did at last, under circumstances most clearly 
warranting bird-slaughter, if ever such circumstances occurred 
in our chequered lifetime. 

We had been storm-stayed for a week in Loch Huport, a 
lonely sea-fjord, about midway between Loch Boisdale and Loch 
Maddy, affording a snug anchorage in one of its numerous 
bays — Macpherson's Bay by name. So wild were the squalls 
for days, that we could not safely get on shore with the punt, 
although we were anchored scarcely two hundred yards from 
land. Now, by sheer block-headedness, having calculated on 
reaching Loch Maddy and its shops at least a fortnight before, 
we had run short of nearly everything — bread, biscuits, sugar, 
tea, coffee, drink of all kinds ; but for a supply of eggs and 
milk, brought off at considerable peril from a lonely hut a few 
miles away, we should have been in sore distress indeed. At 
last, Hamish Shaw and I went off for a forage with ^ax& ^cA 
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dog, determined, if all else failed, and we could not purchase 

supplies, to do justifiable murder on a helpless sheep. Though 

the wind was still high, we sailed up Loch Huport with the 

punt and lugsail, and having reached the head of the loch, and 

drawn the boat up high and dry, we set off on foot with Big 

Benjamin and the double-barrel. 

About five hundred yards distant, and communicating with 

Loch Huport by a deep artificial trench, nearly passable by a 

boat at high tide, lies another smaller loch of brackish water, 

which in its turn communicates through reedy shallows with 

a great loch reaching almost to the Western Ocean. Dean 

Monro, who visited the place long ago, speaks of the latter as 

famous for its red mullet — ' ane fish the size and shape of ane 

salmont ;' and it still abounds in both fresh-water and ocean 

fishes : 

' For to this lake, by night and day, 
The great Sea-water finds its way, 
Through long, long windings of the hills, 
And drinks up all the pretty rills, 
And rivers large and strong.' * 

The smaller loch was only about half a mile broad, so the 
sportsmen determined to separate, each taking one of the 
banks; Hamish Shaw shouldering Big Benjamin, which was 
heavily charged with the largest drop-shot, and I the double- 
barrel. Shortly after the parting, I saw an aged Celt, who 
was fishing for sethe with bait — coarse twine for a line, and 
a piece of cork for a float ; and this worthy, after recovering 
from the shock of seeing an armed Sassenach at his shoulder, 
averred that there were plenty of 'geeses' up the loch. 
'The geeses is big and strong, but shell only just be be- 
ginning to flee awa' ' — a statement which we interpreted to 

* Wordsworth's ' Highland Boy.' 
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mean that the young birds were fully fledged and able to rise 
upon their wings. 

The shores of the loch were boggy and covered with deep 
herbage, with great holes here and there as pitfalls to the 
unwary pedestrian; and I stumbled along for about a mile 
without seeing so much as the glint of a passing wing. At 
last, I perceived a small and desolate island, over which 
two black-backed gulls hovered, screaming at the sight of the 
stranger. From a corner of this island rose a duck, and sped 
swiftly, out of gunshot, down the water. I waded, sure that 
it must wheel ; and wheel it did, after flying five hundred 
yards, and passed back close over my head. Down it came, 
plump as a stone. Alas ! only a gool duck, with its buff breast 
and saw-toothed bill ; and a mother too, for out from the weedy 
point of the island, diving in unconcern, paddled her five 
young, earning their own living already, though they were only 
wingless little lumps of down. I bagged my bird disappointedly, 
for I had been on short rations for days, and had made sure 
of a mallard. 

A cry from Hamish Shaw! He was standing across the 
water, pointing backward up the loch, and shouting out a 
sentence, of which only one word — ' geese !' — was audible. 
I crept stealthily to the water's edge, and espied a number 
of large birds seated on the water a quarter of a mile away. 
The telescope soon proving the blissful truth that these 
were * the geese,' it was hurriedly arranged in pantomime that 
Hamish should creep back and press the birds gently forward, 
without approaching so close as to compel them to rise, while 
I, with my dog, crouched behind a rock on the water's edge, 
ready to attack the unwary ones as they swam past. 'To 
heel, Schneider — down !' With burning eyes aivd^xvto^X^^^n 

\\ — •*. 
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crouched the dog : for, thank heaven, it was one of her good 
days, and not a sheep was nigh. 

It was one of those periods of awful suspense known only 
to the man who shoots — a quarter of an hour of agony — the 
knees soaking in muddy weeds, the perspiration rolling down 
the cheeks — an unaccountable and fiercely resisted desire to 
sneeze suddenly taking possession of the nose — one eye, in an 
agony, glaring command on the animal, the other peering at 
the approaching game. And now, horror of horrors ! it is 
beginning to mizzle. The spectacles get misted over every 
minute, and they are wiped with a hand that trembles like an 
aspen leaf. Suppose the piece, at the last moment, should 
refuse to go off ? A bad cartridge, on this occasion, means 
no less than semi-starvation ! There they are — little more than 
a hundred yards away — a mighty gander, grey-headed and 
jaunty, leading the way, a female a few yards behind, then 
another gander and his wife, and lastly four fat young geese, 
nearly as big as their parents, but duller in their attire and far 
less curious in their scrutiny of surrounding objects. . Hush ! 
the first gander is abreast of us — we have to hold down the 
dog by main force. We do not fire, for our hearts are set on 
the young brood; they will be tender — papa will be tough. 
Perdition ! Schneider, driven to frenzy, and vainly trying to 
escape, utters a low and hideous whine — the old ganders and 
geese start in horror — they flutter, splash, rise — and there is 
just time to take rapid aim at one young goose, just dragging 
itself into the air, when the dog plunges into the water, and the 
whole portly covey are put to rout. 

As the smoke of the gun clears away, all the geese are 
invisible but one, which lies splashing on the surface, mortally 
wounded; him Schneider approaches to secure, but, appalled 
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by a hiss, a beat of the wings, a sudden sign of showing fight, 
turns off and would retreat ignominiously to shore. She has 
never tackled such a monster since a certain eventful day 
when she was nearly murdered by another wounded bird, 
also a goose, but of a different kind — a solan, or gannet. 
Dire is the language which I hurl at her head, fierce the re- 
proaches, bitter the taunting reminiscences of other mishaps 
by flood and field ; till at last, goaded by mingled shame and 
wrath, the dog turns, showing her teeth, despatches the foe 
with one fell snap, and begins trailing him to shore. Meanwhile, 
I hear a loud report in the distance — crash ! roar ! — unmis- 
takably the voice of Benjamin, adding doubtless to the list of 
slain. 

Flushed with triumph, for at least one meal was secure, 
I slung the spoil over my shoulder, patted the dog in forgive- 
ness of all sins, and made my way over to the other side as 
rapidly as possible. Arrived there, I looked everywhere for 
Hamish, but saw no sign of that doughty Celt. At last my eye 
fell on something white lying among the heather ; and lo ! an 
aged gander, blood-stained, dead as a stone. Then, emerging 
from the deep herbage, rose the head of Shaw — a ghastly 
sight ; for the face was all cut and covered with blood An 
old story! Held in hands not well used to his ways, Big 
Benjamin had taken advantage of the occasion, and, uttering 
his diabolical roar, belging forwards and kicking backwards, had 
slain a gander, and nearly murdered a man at the same time. 

A little water cleared away the signs of battle, but Hamish 
still rubbed his cheek and shoulder, vowing never to have any 
more dealings with such a gun so long as he lived After a rest 
and a drop of water from the flask, tracks were made home- 
ward, and just as the gloaming was be^vxvtvvcv^ ft\e. ftxaX <& ^s& 
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forage was triumphantly handed over to the cook on board the 
yacht 

Blessings do not come singly. By the side of the yacht, and 
nearly as big as herself, was a boat from shore, offering for sale 
new potatoes, fresh milk, and eggs. On board were a shepherd 
and his wife, who, living in an obscure bay of the loch, had 
only just heard of the yacht's arrival. The man was a little 
red-headed fellow, wiry and lissome; his wife might have 
passed for a Spanish gipsy, with her straight and stately body, 
her dark fine features and glittering black eyes, and the coloured 
handkerchief setting off finely a complexion of tawny olive. 
Kindly and courteous, hearing that a * lady ' was on board, they 
had brought as a present to her two beautiful birds— a young 
male kestrel and a young hooting owl, which from that day 
became members of the already too numerous household on 
board the Tern. The kestrel lives yet — a nautical bird, tame 
as possible, never tired of swinging on a perch on the deck of 
a ship ; but the owl, christened ' The Chancellor/ on account 
of his wig, disappeared one day overboard, and was in all 
probability drowned. 

The shepherd was a mountaineer, and was well acquainted 
with the ways and haunts of birds. He knew of only one pair 
of eagles in that neighbourhood, and from his vague description, 
translated to us by Hamish Shaw, we could not make out to 
what precise species of eagle he referred. He had harried the 
nest that spring, but the young had died in his hands, and he 
was afraid the old birds would forsake the mountain. In answer 
to our questions about sport, he said that the small lochans 
close by attracted a large number of birds, but if we wished a 
genuine day of wild-fowl hunting, we must go to Loch Phlogi- 
beg, two miles in the interior, where the geese were legion. He 
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recommended us to get the punt carried across the hills — a feat 
which might speedily be achieved by vigorous work on the part 
of four strong men. 

As it was still too windy next morning to think of lifting 
anchor and urging the yacht farther on her journey up the open 
coast, the punt was taken to shore at an early hour by Hamish 
and myself; and an aged shepherd and his son, living in a 
cottage on the banks of the fjord, were soon persuaded to 
assist in carrying the boat overland. It was warm work. The 
hills were steep and full of great holes between the heather, 
and the earth was sodden with rain which had fallen during the 
night Fortunately, however, there intervened, between the 
sea and Loch Phlogibeg, no less than four smaller lochs, over 
which the punt was rowed successively, thus reducing the land 

r 

journey from two miles to little more than half a mile. And 
lovely indeed were these little lochans of the hills, nestling 
among the hollows, their water of exquisite limpid brown, and 
the water-lilies floating thereon so thickly that the path of the 
boat seemed strewn with flowers. Small trout leaped at inter 
vals, leaving a ring of light that widened and died From one 
little pool, no larger than a gentleman's drawing-room, and ap- 
parelled in a many-coloured glory no upholsterer could equal, 
we startled a pair of beautiful red-throats — but the guns were 
empty, and the prize escaped. There were ducks also, and 
flappers numberless — stately herons, too, rising at our approach 
with a clumsy flap of the great black wings, and tumbling over 
and over in the air, when out of the reach of danger, in 
awkward and unwieldy play. 

What is stiller than a heron on a promontory ? Moveless he 
stands, arching his neck and eyeing the water with one steadfast 
gaze. Hours pass — he has not stirred a. fea&\s& \ ^v ^x^ 
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scarce ; but sooner or later, an eel will slip glittering past that 
very spot, and be secured by one thrust of the mighty bill. He 
will wait on, trusting to Providence, hungry though he is. Not 
till he espies your approach does he change his attitude. 
Watchful yet still, he now stands sidelong, stretching out his 
long neck with a serpentine motion, till, unable to bear the 
suspense any longer, he rises into the air. 

At last, all panting, we launched the punt on Phlogibeg. 
Delicious indeed, at that moment, would have been a drop of 
distilled waters ; but the last whisky bottle had been empty for 
days, and was not to be replenished in those regions. Having 
despatched the Highlanders homeward, with a promise from 
them to aid in the transport of the boat on the return journey 
next day, my henchman and I prepared the guns and set off 
in search of sport. 

Loch Phlogibeg is a large and solitary mere, in the heart of 
a melancholy place. Around it the land undulates into small 
hills, with bogs and marshes between, and to the south-east 
high mountains of gneiss, with crags and precipices innumer- 
able, rise ashen- grey into the clouds. All is very desolate — the 
bare mountains, the windy flats, the ever-sombre sky. There 
is not a tree or shrub : instead of underwood, stones and 
boulders strew the waste. The mere itself is black as lead : 
small islands rise here and there, heaped round with rocks and 
stones, and covered inside with deep rank grass and darnel. 
Everywhere in the water jut up pieces of rock — sometimes a 
whole drift-reef, like a ribbed wall; and at the western end are 
the ruins of a circular tower, or dune, looking eerie in the dim 
twilight of the dull and doleful air. 

But now we are afloat, pulling against a chill moist wind. 
Hark) The air, which was before so still, is broken by un- 
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earthly screams. The inhabitants of the lonely place are up in 
arms, yelling us away from their nests and young. Look at the 
terns, pulsing up and down in the air with that strange 
spasmodic beat of the wings, curving the little black head 
downward, and uttering their endless creaking croak. Why, 
that little fellow, swift as an arrow, descended almost to our 
faces, as if to peck out our eyes ; we could have struck him 
with a staff! Numberless gulls, large and small, white and 
dark, all hovering hither and thither, above our heads, now 
unite in the chorus ; and two of the large black-backed species 
join the flying band, but, unlike the rest, voice their indignation 
only at long intervals. The din is frightful ! all the fiends are 
loose ! Yet numerous as are the criers in the air, they are only 
a fraction of the swarms visible in the loch — flocks of them 
sitting moveless on the island shore, solitary ones perching on 
the straggling rocks where they protrude through the water, 
others floating and feeding far out from land. See yonder 
monster gull, perched on a stone ; she looks huge as an eagle, 
with back as black as ebony, breast as white as snow, and large 
and glistening eye ; she does not move as we approach, but her 
frantic mate hovers above us and tries to scream us away. 
Though sorely tempted to secure so magnificent a bird, we 
spare her, partly for the sake of her young, partly (and more 
selfishly) for fear of frightening from the loch other and more 
precious game. Note the smaller and darker-plumaged birds, 
paddling swiftly here and there close to the rocks — they are 
young gulls, recently launched out on the great water of life. 

All this life only deepens the desolation of the mere. There 
is a hollow sadness in the air, which the weird screech of the 
birds cannot break. 

But the geese — where are they ? Not otve vs> nSs^s. *& "^x* 
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we have not even heard a quack. Is it indeed to be a wild- 
goose chase, but only in the figurative sense, not literally? 
No — for Hamish, with his lynx-like eye, has picked out the 
flock afar away; he points them out again and again — 
there ! and there ! — but, wipe my spectacles as I will, I can 
see nothing. With the telescope, however, I at last make 
them out : a long line upon the water, numberless heads and 
necks. What a swarm ! Surely all the geese of Uist have 
gathered here this day to discuss some solemn business I It is 
the very parliament of geese — grave, traditional — beginning and 
ending, like so many of our own parliaments, in a 'quack.' 
Hush ! Now to steal on them slowly with muffled oars. Some, 
the older birds, will rise ; but surely, out of all that mighty 
gathering, a few will be our own ! 

As we approach, the geese retreat — they have spied us 
already, and wish to give us a wide berth. Two or three have 
risen, and winged right over the hill. Never mind ! push 
forward. So swiftly do they swim, that the boat does not gain 
a foot upon them, but they cannot pass beyond the head of 
the loch up yonder, half a mile away, and there at least we 
shall come upon them. Hark ! they are whispering excitedly 
together, and the result of the conference is that they divide 
into two great parties, one making towards a passage between 
some islands to the left, the other keeping its straight course up 
the mere. Conscious of some deep-laid scheme to baulk us, 
we follow the band that keep straight forward — forty ganders, 
geese, and goslings, flying swiftly for life. Faster ! faster ! we 
are gaining on them, and by the time they reach that promon- 
tory, we may fire. Now they are beginning to scatter, some 
diving out of sight* and many rising high on wing to fly round 
the land. They have rounded the promontory, doubtless into 
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some secret bay — not a bird is visible. Yes, one! For a 
miracle, he is swimming straight this way. His dusky plumage 
and crestless head prove him a juvenile ; and surely Nature, 
when she sent him into this world of slayers and slain, denied 
him the due proportion of goose's brains. Is he mad, or blind, 
or does he want to fight ? He is only fifty yards away, and 
rising erect in the water, he flaps the water from his short wings 
and gazes about him with total unconcern. A moment after- 
ward, and he is a dead gander. 

Not a moment is to be lost ; quick — round the promontory 
— or the flock will be heaven knows where. Too late ! Not a 
bird is to be seen. We are close to the head of the loch, with 
a full view of all the corners ; — not a solitary feather. They 
cannot all be diving at the same time. Yet we can swear they 
did not rise on the wing ; had they done so, we could not have 
failed to perceive them. Two score geese suddenly invisible, 
swallowed up in an instant, without so much as a feather to 
show they once were! Hamish Shaw scratches his head, 
and I feel awed; both are quite unable to account for the 
mystery. 

You see, it is our first real Wild-Goose Day, and being raw 
sportsmen, actually accumulating our knowledge by personal 
experience, and utterly rejecting the adventitious instruction of 
books, we are unaware that the young wild goose, when sore 
beset in the water, has a sly knack of creeping in to shore, and 
betaking himself for the time being to the shelter of the thick 
heather or the deep grassy bog-hole. But now the mystery is 
clear ; for yonder is the last of the stragglers, running up the 
bank as fast as its legs can carry it, and disappearing among the 
grass above. Tallyho ! To shore, Schneider, and after it ! 
The dog plunges in, reaches the bank, and disappears in pur- 
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suit. Running the boat swiftly in to shore, we land and follow 
with the guns. Half running, half flying, screaming fiercely, 
speeds the goose, so fast that the dog scarcely gains on her, 
and, making a short sharp turn, rushes again to the water, 
plunges in, dives, and reappears out of gunshot. But his com- 
panions — where are they ? Gone, like the mist of the morn- 
ing. Though we search every clump of heather, every peat- 
hole, every watercourse, and though Schneider, seeming to 
smell goose at every step, is as keen as though she were hunt- 
ing a rat in its hole, not a bird do we discover. Can they have 
penetrated into some subterranean cave, and there be quacking 
in security? Forty geese — vanished away! By Jupiter, we 
have been befooled ! 

Somewhat tired, we rest for a time on the water-side. The 
mere is silent again, untroubled by the screaming birds or the 
murderous presence of man. A drift-mist is passing rapidly 
against the upper parts of the mountains yonder, and the crags 
look terrific through its sickly smoke, and the wind is getting 
higher. Hark ! Is that distant thunder ? or is it the crumbling 
down of crags among the heights ? It is neither. It is the hollow 
moan of the Western Ocean, beating in on the sands that lie 
beyond these desolate flats. One feels neither very wise nor 
very grand, caught by such a Voice in the wilderness, caught — 
hunting geese. Had it been a red deer, now, or an eagle, or 
even a seal, that we were pursuing ; but a goose — how harmonize 
it with the immensities ? Of course it is merely association ; 
for in point of fact the wild goose is a thoroughly noble bird, 
a silence-lover, a high soarer, an inhabitant of the lonely mere 
and desolate marsh, a proud haunter of the weedy footprints of 
the sea. 

Yes, the wind is rising. Dark clouds are driving up to west- 
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ward, and the surface of the mere begins to whiten here and 
there with small sharp waves. It looks like the beginning of a 
spindrift gale, but the weather is very deceptive in these lati- 
tudes, and it may mean nothing after alL It will be better, 
however, to be making tracks over the hills 

Up goes the lugsail, and we drive down the loch with frightful 
speed. Down with it ! for the water is sown with rocks, and if 
we touch a stone while going at that speed, the punt's side will 
be driven into splinters. We fly fast enough now, without sail 
or oar. Ha ! yonder are[the geese round that point, all gathered 
together again, and doubtless conversing excitedly about their 
recent terrific adventures. Before they can scatter much, we 
have rounded the point, and are down upon them. Bang ! goes 
Big Benjamin. Bang ! bang ! goes the double-barrel. Four 
fine young birds are secured, two of them due to Ben the 
monster. We have just dragged them into the boat, when the 
rain begins to come down, while the wind is still flogging the 
water with pitiless blows. 

And so, wet and weary, we drew up the punt in a sheltered 
creek, and turned her over. Hard by were some rude huts, 
built of peat turfs and wood — the summer abodes, or shielings, 
of the shepherds who bring their flocks over here for the 
pasture ; and in one of these we left the oars, mast, sail, and 
other articles. Then, shouldering our spoil, we put our backs 
to the wind and rain, and dashed along, through bog and over 
ditch, till we arrived at the shepherd's hut on the side of Loch 
Huport 

There, on the threshold, greeting us with a smile, was a 
Highland lass, in the clean short-gown and coloured petticoat, 
with hair snooded carefully, and bare feet as white as alabaster. 
She was without doubt the sweetest maiden that we had yet met 
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in our Highland rambles. Like her of whom Wordsworth 

sung — 

* A very shower 
Of beauty was her earthly dower ;* 

and it was ghostly beauty, the spiritual sweetening the earthly. 
The features were not faultless : the nose was perhaps a little 
inclined to heaven ; but the eyes ! What depth they had ! 
What limpid serenity and far-searching thought ! They were 
sorrowful eyes — had doubtless been washed with many tears. 
What struck us most about this creature was her strange white- 
ness and purity — her linen was literally like snow, her face was 
pale, her bare arms and legs were like marble — it was cleanli- 
ness almost oppressive, giving to her a wild fantastic influence, 
finely in keeping with those eerie wilds. If an artist could 
have seen this maiden, painted her in her habit as she lived, 
and written beneath * Bonnie Kilmeny,' he would have been 
hailed as a great ideal painter. Jamie Hogg would have 
screamed and run, at seeing the heroine of his superb poem so 
incarnated, so sent to grace the wilds with witch-beauty : 

' Als still was her luke, and als still was her ee, 
Als the stillness that lay on the emeraut lee, 
Or the mist that sleips on a waveless sea . . . 
And O, her beauty was fayir to see, 
But still and steadfast was her ee !' 

Yet we just now called her a maiden. Maid she was none, 
as we afterwards discovered, but a mother — the shepherd's 
daughter-in-law. Whence, then, that maiden whiteness, so 
coldly spiritual ? that alabaster body, so ' purified from child- 
bed taint ' ? They were not of this earth ; the woman's soul, 
like Kilmeny's, was in the * land of thocht,' and morning and 
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even was washing the body clean in the delicate dews of 
dream. 

Unfortunately, Kilmeny, as we mean to call her till the 
world's end, * had no English,' and Hamish Shaw had to in- 
terpret for her pensive lips ; but after all those deep eyes 
needed no interpreters — they told their own strange tale. It 
was very commonplace, of course — would we have some milk ? 
and had we had good sport? and was I an Englishman? 
and whence had the yacht come ? But the wretched, hut, 
the thick peat-smoke — nay, even the ragged urchin in the 
corner — could not shake us out of a dream, such power had 
one exquisitely expressive face in startling the wayworn spirit, 
and making it tremble. There was a message of some sort, a 
sudden light out of another world — what message, what light ? 
was another question — but it was beautiful ! 

* She met me, Stranger, upon life's rough way, 
And lured me towards sweet Death ; as night by day, 
Winter by spring, or sorrow by sweet Hope, 
Led into life, light, peace. An antelope, 
In the suspended impulse of its lightness, 
Were less ethereally light ; the brightness 
Of her divinest presence trembles through 
Her limbs, as underneath a cloud of dew 
Embodied in the windless heaven of June, 
Amid the splendour- winged stars, the moon 
Burns inextinguishably beautiful. ' 

Yes, that was it ; she * lured towards sweet Death.' When 
I think of her now, it is often with a cold chill — as of one laid 
out, in a snowy winding-sheet, prinked with white lilies from 
the lochans. It is only a fancy, but the eyes still haunt him. 
Perhaps the woman is dead. 

' Who is the goose now ?' we hear the reader exclaim : and 
perhaps he is right. It was at all events a strange ending to 
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our Wild-Goose Day. The shepherd, with some difficulty, for 
the wind was high, rowed us in his clumsy skiff to the yacht, 
where we soon turned in, and dreamed about Kilmeny. 

Two wild days of rain and wind had to pass away ere we 
could get across to Loch Phlogibeg for the punt At last, how- 
ever, we went over, shot a few more geese, and brought the 
punt back through a drenching mist It only remains to be 
added that, with the assistance of Schneider and the hawk, we 
ate up every goose we slew, and if we had had something to 
swallow with the same, even a crust of bread or a biscuit, would 
have found the flesh delicious. But man cannot live on goose 
alone, however young, however tender. How did we crave a 
scrap of bread, and a drop of whisky, or tea, to wash it down ! 

Though we had goose galore, and eggs, and milk, that was 
all Loch Huport could do for us ; and, really, it might have 
been much worse, and we were ungrateful beings to crouch 
frowningly and mutter about starvation. Hamish Shaw was the 
bitterest, for he was out of tobacco, and to him, as to many 
another water-dog, life without tobacco was accursed torture. 
He had tried tea, till that was quite exhausted Then he at- 
tempted a slice of boot-leather, and rather liked it — only, if he 
had persisted in smoking that kind of stuff, he would soon 
have had to go barefoot I recommended peat, but the idea 
was rejected with indignation. 

Just as the weather was beginning to clear, a large ship put 
into the loch, for a rest after weeks of bad weather, and by 
boarding it we procured a few supplies — a little tea, some 
tobacco, and a number of weevilled biscuits. Now, the presence 
of a large vessel acts like magic in a solitary place No 
sooner had the ship entered the loch, than the region, which had 
previously seemed uninhabited, became suddenly populous, and 
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numerous skiffs rowed out laden with natives. The skipper 
did what the Yankees would call a 'smart* thing with the 
natives on that occasion. Having need of hands to get in his 
anchors, which had dragged, he paid them off in biscuits of 
the finest quality, telling them to return next day, and (if they 
pleased) he would take in exchange for biscuits any quantity of 
dried fish they liked to bring. The natives were of course 
delighted, and the skipper secured a splendid lot of fish for 
the southern market. But conceive the disgust of the poor 
deluded Celts on examining their prize of dearly-coveted bread 
— for the biscuits were full of weevils, and worth scarcely a 
penny a pound. 

c All this far you have been digressing !' cries the impatient 
reader. ' We have heard more than we want to hear about ducks 
and geese, and hunger and thirst ; but what of the red deer, the 
eagle, the salmon, the hooper, the seal ?' - Well, as to the red 
deer, we may or may not have been the death of many a forest 
king — their antlers may or may not be hanging over the 
chimney-piece in our smoking-room — but we did not get so 
much as a glimpse of a deer in the wilds of the Long Island. 
The salmon had not yet ascended the rivers, and the wild 
swans were rearing that year's young in the distant north. More 
than one eagle we beheld, floating among the mountain-peaks 
on the eastern coast, and dwarfed by distance to the size of a 
wind-hover; but mighty would have been the hunter who 
could reach and slay the sky-loving birds in their glory. In- 
deed, few have ever killed an eagle in its full pride of strength 
and flight It is the sickly, half-starved, feeble bird that 
inadvertently crosses the shepherd's gun, and yields a lean 
and unwholesome body to the stuffer's arts. Such an one we 
saw low down on the crags of Ben Eval, passing with a gteat 



<226 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

heavy beat of the wing from rock to rock, now hovering for an 
instant over some object among the heather, then rising painr 
fully and drifting along on the wind. We had no gun with us 
that day, or we think that, by cautiously stalking among the 
heights, we might have made the bird our own ; and, indeed, 
our hearts were sad for the great bird, with that fierce hunger 
tearing at his heart, while, doubtless, the yellow eyes burnt 
terribly through the gathering films of death. Out of the 
hollow crags gathered six ravens, rushing with hoarse shrieks at 
the fallen king, and turning away with horrible yells whenever 
he turned towards them with sharp talon and opened beak ; 
attracted by the noise, flocked from all the surrounding pastures 
the hideous hooded crows, with their sick grey coats and sable 
heads, cawing like devils ; and these, too, rushed at the eagle, 
to be beaten back by one wave of the wrathful wings. It was 
a sad scene — power eclipsed on the very throne of its glory, 
taunted and abused by carrion, 

' Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low/ 

yet preserving the mournful shadow of its dignity and kingly 
glory. Every movement of the eagle was still kingly, nor did 
he deign to utter a sound ; while the crows and ravens were 
detestable in every gesture, mean, and grovelling, and unwieldy, 
and their cruel cries made the echoes hideous. Round the 
shoulder of the hill floated the king, with the imps of dark- 
ness at his back. We fear his day of death, so nigh at hand, 
was to be very sad. Better that the passing shepherd should 
put a bullet through his heart and carry him away to deck 
some gentleman's hall, than that he should fall spent yonder, 
insulted at his; last gasp, torn at by the fiends, seeing the 
leering raven whet his beak for slaughter, and the corby 
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perched close by, eager to pick out the golden and beautiful 
eyes. 

' By too severe a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
Fallen from his high estate, 

And welt'ring in his blood ; 
On the bare earth exposed he lies, 
With not a friend to close his eyes.* 

We were not loath to see him go. It would have required 
a hard heart to take advantage of him, in the last forlorn 
moments of his reign. 

Just as he passed away, there started out from the side of a 
rock a ghastly apparition, glaring at us with a face covered with 
blood, and looking as if it meant murder. It was only a sheep, 
and for the moment it amazed us, for it seemed like the ghost 
of a sheep, horrid and forbidding. Alas ! though it glared in 
our direction, it could not see ; its poor gentle eyes had just 
been destroyed, the red blood from them was coursing down its 
cheeks ; and it was staggering, drunken with the pain. It was 
the victim of the hoody or the raven, ever on the watch for the 
unwary, ready in a moment to dart down on the sleeping lamb 
or the rolling sheep, and make a meal of its eyes ; then, with 
devilish chuckle, to track the blind and tottering victim hither 
and thither, as it feels its feeble way among the heights, until, 
standing on the edge of some high rock, it can be startled, with 
a wild beat of wings and a hoarse shriek, right down the fatal 
precipice to the rocks beneath ; and there the murderer, while 
a dozen others of his kind gather around him in carnival, 
croaks out a discordant grace, and plunges his reeking beak 
into the victim's heart. 

Though we slew a raven and half a dozen corbies, having 
after that night sworn a savage vendetta against the murderous 
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kind, no eagle died by our hand — neither eagle, nor red deer, 
nor hooper, nor salmon. So far the search for the hunter's 
badge in Ultima Thule was a wretched failure, ending only in 
humiliation and despair. But we have at least taken one step 
in the right direction ; for we can avow, by Diana and by 
Nimrod, or (if the reader likes it better) by the less classic 
shade of Colonel Hawker, that we killed a seal, and did so 
under circumstances which may, we fancy, be quite as well 
worth relating as any other sporting matter recorded in these 
pages. 

It was up among the fjords of Maddy that the seals began to 
attract our attention. They were floating about in considerable 
numbers, coming quite close to the yacht at times, but always 
keeping well aloof whenever there was the slightest smell of 
powder. So one day the punt was got ready, Big Benjamin 
and the rifle put on board, and I and my henchman started 
off up the fjords. 

There was a stiff breeze from the east, and the little boat shot 
swiftly with the lugsail through the inland waters. Every now 
and then the head of a seal popped up out of gunshot, floated 
for some minutes exactly like an oscillating leather bottle, and 
then was drawn slowly out of sight — still like a bottle, with the 
neck (or snout) upwards. The creeks were full of female eider 
and gool ducks, each female followed by five or six fluffs of down 
in various stages of development ; and on one headland, which 
smelt as strongly of stale fish as a herring-boat, a whole covey 
of cormorants, sitting bolt upright, like parsons in black coats 
and dingy neckcloths, were basking in the sunlight The sea- 
larks twittered everywhere, the oyster-catchers whistled, the 
curlews screamed ; and the gulls, scattered all around as thick 
as snow-flakes, completed the chorus with their constant cries. 
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There was a rocky point, well up the principal fjord, which 
we had ascertained to be a constant resort of the seals, and on 
which, only the day before, an eye-witness had seen no less 
than forty, old and young, taking their noonday siesta all at 
once. Towards this point we ran with the fresh breeze, not 
firing a shot on the passage, but watching warily ahead ; and 
at last, when in full view of the rocks and about a quarter of a 
mile distant, we hauled down the lugsail and * lay to ' reconnoit- 
ring. Hamish Shaw's keen eye discovered seals at once, and 
the telescope soon showed that he was right. There they were, 
three or four at least in number, sunning themselves snugly on the 
very outermost rocks of the promontory, ready on the slightest 
alarm to slip like eels into the water. What was to be done ? 
Shooting them from the boat was impossible ; a nearer approach 
on the water would soon scatter them to the deeps. However, 
by careful stalking, a good shot might be had from the land. 
About a hundred yards behind the siesta rise knolls of deep 
grass, intermingled with great boulders, and among these there 
must be many a capital point of vantage. Luckily, the knolls 
were well to leeward of the seals, and there was no chance Of 
the wind playing traitor. Be it noted, that a seal, although not 
particularly sharp-sighted, has as fine a nose as a stag for any 
foul scent — such as that exuded, as Dean Swift vowed and as 
delicate animals know, by the murderous monster Man. 

Leaving Hamish in charge of the punt, I shouldered the 
rifle and made a long detour inland, not venturing to turn 
my face until I was well to leeward of my quarry. Then, 
strapping the rifle on my back in backwoodsman fashion, 
and throwing myself down on my hands and knees, I began 
crawling slowly towards the hidden point Ah, my Grub 
Street friends, how little do ye think oi VSaa &sROTaSssfc& <& ^ns. 
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wilds ! The ground was squashy as a sponge, and full of 
horrible orifices where the black rain-water gathered and grew 
stagnant. My knees were soon soaking, and ever and anon I 
plunged up to the elbows in a , puddle treacherously covered 
with green. Be sure I muttered no blessings. Again and 
again I was on the point of rising erect, but was checked by 
the reflection that it was now impossible to mend matters, and 
that so much might be achieved by pushing on. 

I was soon close to the knolls, which, instead of affording 
such good cover as I had anticipated, lay pretty well exposed 
to the view of the black gentlemen on the promontory. Ha ! 
there they were, their tails cocked up in the air like a Yankee's 
legs, but resting on nothing. It was immediately quite clear 
that, to get within shot of all or any of them, I must learn 
something from my ancient enemy the snake, and do the rest 
of the stalking on my stomach. 

■ Did you ever try to perform this feat — to lie straight down on 
your face, keep your whole body and legs stiff, and wriggle 
yourself forward with your elbows and breast, just as you have 
seen the clown in the pantomime when he has designs on the 
pasteboard leg of mutton in the flat ? If you are fat, don't 
attempt it ; it is fatiguing if you are lean. But add to the 
difficulties of the feat the inconveniences of doing it in a place 
as wet as a sponge, and thereby drenching your whole person 
with the green water of the damp morass, and you have some 
idea of my situation. Nothing daunted, however, I oozed — 
literally oozed — through the long grass, brushing the dirt with 
the tip of my nose, and glaring through my spectacles at the 
prey. Satan himself could not have managed better. I had 
my reward, for the seals, unsuspicious of danger, remained 
motionless as stones. 
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Five were visible — three very * large, two smaller — all seated 
less than a hundred yards away. Creeping behind a large 
rock, which afforded a tolerable rest for the rifle, I breathed 
a space, for I was quite exhausted with my labour, and 
then prepared to fire. I trembled very much, partly with 
fatigue, partly with terror lest I might miss ; but getting two 
in line, and aiming as steadily as my nerves would allow, I 
drew the trigger. A sharp crack, and all was over. The smoke, 
curled up from the muzzle of the gun, and for a moment I 
thought that I had missed. But no ! all the monsters had 
disappeared but one, which was making for the sea. I 
rushed down, but before I could reach the spot the seal had 
plunged into the sea. Forgetting in my excitement to load 
again, I saw it draw a deep breath, turn over on its back, 
and sink like a stone. By the time that Hamish came round 
with the punt no seal was there ; and, indeed, the rascal seemed 
to receive with a look of incredulity the news that any one had 
even been hit at all. He rowed over the spot indicated, looking 
down for the white gleam of the seal's belly, but the water was 
very deep, and the slain one was lost beyond all hope of 
recovery. 

That, reader, was the seal we slew. We certainly did not 
'bag' him, but we nevertheless accredit ourselves with the 
glory of his death ; and no taunts of the ill-disposed shall make 
us change our opinion. 

Having cleared the state-lounge of its occupiers, and sought 
in vain for other loungers on shore, we determined to drift 
about, in the hope of getting chance shots from the boat The 
water was full of seals, and the black heads were still coming 
and going in all directions. Now, it was a fixed and deter- 
mined superstition of Hamish Shaw t\\aX \\\fc sft^\*€v&%Sssfc^ A 
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music, can often be lured within gunshot by whistling ; and it 
was a pretty sight, finely illustrating the pleasures of the 
imagination, to see myself and my henchman, guns in hand, 
whistling softly to attract the attention of some black head 
oscillating out of range. Neither being very musical, but pro- 
ducing a sound like the grating described by Milton on 

1 Scrannel pipes of wretched straw,' 

our melody did not seem to have much effect ; until suddenly, 
about fifty yards away, a grey old fellow popped his head 
through the water and stretched out his neck for a good stare 
in our direction. Shaw continued softly whistling, and both 
took aim and fired There was a great splash in the water, 
and the seal was gone. Thus ended, not gloriously, our sport 
in the Wilds. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

COASTING SKYE. 

Devious yet persistent as a crow, which flies wearily homeward 
against pitilessly beating rain and wind — now staggering along 
a good mile, now drifting backwards, overcome by some blast 
of more than common fury — the little yacht made her way 
along the rock-sown coast of the Long Island. All the ele- 
ments seemed leagued against her, and we flitted along from 
anchorage to anchorage in a dense and rainy mist — literally 
'darkness visible.' Such a tiny, stubborn, desolate, rain- 
bedraggled, windstraw of a vessel never before ventured into 
so inhospitable a region ; for the wild sea-weed grew upon her 
and trailed around her in slimy masses ; her sails were torn by 
the sharp teeth of the wind, her ropes rotted by the insidious 
and mildewy slime; her once bright pennon was a rag; — and 



COASTING SKYE. 233 

altogether; but for the exquisitely delicate contour, which no 
dirt or raggedness could spoil, she might have been taken for 
some miserable wherry of the Isles. But the whirlwind, spared 
her, the waves melted their wrath against her, and the beating 
rain only tightened her timber; and, not to be daunted by 
Damp, Whirlpool, Hurricane, or any other of the Powers of 
that eerie region, she persisted in her explorations as devotedly 
as any little lonely lady in Wonderland As for the voyagers, 
they had long since abandoned all attempts to look civilized. 
Their clothes hung upon them like those suits with which Jews 
tempt seafaring men in Whitechapel. Hamish Shaw's black 
corkscrew ringlets were wildly matted together, and his face 
was bristling all over. Even Schneider, the dog, looked dis- 
reputable ; for the salt water and sea air had taken all the gloss 
and curl out of her coat, and her poor eyes were closed up with 
a sort of influenza. Not without pleasure, at last, did we turn 
homeward, leaving the Long Island to its loneliness and gloom. 
Our first intention had been to cruise along the coast of the 
Outer Hebrides as far ,as Stornoway ; but we had spent so much 
time in navigating the southern parts of the Long Island, that 
we paused at Loch Maddy, and after spending a week in ex- 
amining the surrounding fjords and islands, thought it high time 
to recross the Minch. It was now late in August, and the gales 
of wind were daily becoming more frequent in occurrence, 
longer-lasting, and stronger while they lasted One morning, 
therefore, we left Loch Maddy with a brisk breeze from the 
north, and lying close to the wind, steered straight across the 
Minch, in the direction of the northern cliffs of Skye. Dim in 
distance, Skye loomed before us — the northern crags, the great 
heights of Dunvegan, Macleod's Maidens, and the shadowy 
Cuchullins — and far away eastward the fam\. wtiXvaa. c& ^snr. 
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mainland was traceable for many a mile. The day was grey, 
and dreamy, the wind steady as could be, the waves rising and 
falling with a deep slumbrous murmur most assuring to the 
mariner. One had nothing to do but steer the boat, and let 
her work her way lightly and steadily over the easy waters, as 
they broke in dark foam-edged masses to the south. 

Although there seemed little perceptible speed on the vessel, 
she gained mile after mile swiftly enough, and the mouth of 
Loch Maddy, with its rocky islands, began rapidly to mingle 
with the grey line of sea, while Skye grew darker and darker as 
we approached, the sleepy masses of mist gathering on all its 
heights as far as eye could reach. 

Early in the afternoon we passed Dunvegan Head, and then 
Vaternish Point ; but by this time the breeze had grown very 
faint indeed, and when we were in the middle of the great 
mouth of Loch Snizort, the wind ceased altogether. For hours 
we rolled about on a most uncomfortable sea, till the sun sank 
far away across the Minch, touching with red light the hazy 
outline of the Long Island. Then, all in a moment as it were, 
the eyes of heaven opened, very dim and feeble, and the night 
— if night it could be. called — came down with a chilly sprinkle 
of invisible dew. All round the yacht the sea burnt, flashed, 
and murmured, lit up by innumerable lights. Wherever a wave 
broke, there was a phosphorescent gleam. The punt astern 
floated in a patch as bright as moonlight ; and every time the 
counter of the yacht struck the water the latter emitted a flash 
like sheet-lightning. The whole sea was alive with millions of 
miraculous creatures, each with a tiny light to pilot him about 
the abysses. Here and there the Medusa moved luminous, de- 
vouring the minute creatures that swarmed around it, terrible in 
its way as the Poulp that Victor Hugo has caricatured so im- 



. COASTING SKYE. 235 

• 

mortally;* and other creatures, of volition, to us nameless, passed 
mysteriously ; while ever and anon a shoal of tiny sethe would 
dart to the surface and hover in millions around the yacht. 
Though there was no moon, the waters and the sky seemed full 
of moonlight. The silence was profound, only broken by a dull 
heavy sound at intervals — whales blowing off the headland of 
Dunvegan. 

Midnight; and no breeze came. The sky to the north un- 
folded like a flower blossoming, and the northern lights flitted 
up from the horizon, flashing like quicksilver, and filling the 
sight with a peculiar thrill of mesmeric sensation. Lights gleam- 
ing on the ocean, the eyes of heaven glittering, the aurora flash- 
ing and fading — with all these the sense seemed overburthened. 
Now and then, as if the pageant were incomplete, a star shot 
from its sphere, gleamed, and disappeared. 

There was nothing for it but to roll about on the shining sea- 
till the wind came. Leaving Hamish at the helm, I crept 
into the cabin, and was soon fast asleep, in spite of the 
lurching of the yacht. I was awakened by the familiar sound 
Of the water rushing past a vessel under sail ; and without open- 
ing my eyes I knew that the yacht had got a breeze. Creeping 
out into the cockpit, I saw the waters quite black on every 
side ; darkness everywhere, save where the first cold sparkle of 
day was beginning to peep above the far-off mountains of the 
mainland. 

We were in luck ; for the breeze was from the north-west, and 
just enough for us to carry. When day broke, red and sombre 
we were off liunish Point, arid saw on every side of us the 
basaltic columns of the coast flaming in the morning light, and 
behind us, in a dark hollow of a bay, the ruins of Duntulm 

* ' Les Travailleurs de la Mer. ' 
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Castle, grey and forlorn. The coast views here were beyond 
expression magnificent Tinted red with dawn, the fantastic 
cliffs formed themselves into shapes of the wildest beauty, rain- 
stained and purpled with shadow, and relieved at intervals by 
slopes of emerald, where the sheep crawled. The sea through 
which we ran was a vivid green, broken into thin lines of foam, 
and full of innumerable Medusae drifting southward with the 
tide. Leaving the green sheep-covered island of Trody on our 
left, we slipt past Aird Point, and sped swift as a fish along the 
coast, until we reached the two small islands off the northern 
point of Loch Staffin — so named, like the island of Staffa, on 
account of its columnar ridges of coast Here we beheld a 
sight which seemed the glorious fabric of a vision : — a range of 
small heights sloping from the deep green sea, every height 
crowned with a columnar cliff of basalt, and each rising over 
each, higher and higher, till they ended in a cluster of towering 
columns, minarets, and spires, over which hovered wreaths of 
delicate mist, suffused with the pink light from the east We 
were looking on the spiral pillars of the Quirang. In a few 
minutes the vision had faded ; for the yacht was flying faster 
and faster, assisted a little too much by a savage puff from off 
the Quirang's great cliffs; but other forms of beauty arose before 
us as we went The whole coast from Aird Point to Portree 
forms a panorama of cliff-scenery quite unmatched in Scotland. 
Layers of limestone dip into the sea, which washes them into 
horizontal forms, resembling gigantic slabs of white and grey 
masonry, rising sometimes stair above stair, water-stained, and 
hung with many-coloured weed ; and on these slabs stand the 
dark cliffs and spiral columns : towering into the air like the 
fretwork of some Gothic temple, roofless to the sky ; clustered 
sometimes together in black masses of eternal shadow ; torn 
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open here and there to show glimpses of shining lawns sown in 
the heart of the stone, or flashes of torrents rushing in silver 
veins through the darkness ; crowned in some places by a green 
patch, on which the goats feed small as mice ; and twisting fre- 
quently into towers of most fantastical device, that lie dark and 
spectral against the grey background of the air. To our left 
we could now behold the island of Rona, and the northern end 
of Raasay. All our faculties, however, were soon engaged in 
contemplating the Storr, the highest part of the northern ridge 
of Skye, terminating in a mighty insulated rock or monolith 
which points solitary to heaven, two thousand three hundred 
feet above the sea, while at its base rock and crag have been 
torn into the wildest forms by the teeth of earthquake, and a 
great torrent leaps foaming into the Sound. As we shot past, a 
dense white vapour enveloped the lower part of the Storr, and 
towers, pyramids, turrets, monoliths were shooting out above it 
like a supernatural city in the clouds, 

Weary and exhausted as we were, we gazed on picture after 
picture with rapt eyes, looking little at Raasay, which was 
closing us in upon the left. At every hundred yards, the coast 
.presented some new form of perfect loveliness. We were now 
in smooth water. The red dawn had grown into a dull grey 
day, and the wind was coming so sharp off the land that we 
found it necessary to take in a reef. We had scarcely beaten 
into Portree, in the teeth of most severe squalls, when the bad 
weather began in earnest with some clouds from the north-west, 
charged like mighty artillery with wind and rain. Snug at our 
anchorage, we smiled at the storm, and heartily congratulated 
ourselves that it had not caught us off the perilous heads of 
Skye. 

Portree is the capital of Skye, and, like all Highland capitals, 
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is dreary beyond endurance, and without a single feature of 

interest. After lingering a day to rest our weary bodies, we 

left the harbour on a rather black-looking forenoon, with the 

intention of slipping down to Loch Sligachan, a distance of only 

some eight or nine miles, and of lying for a little time in the 

immediate neighbourhood of the wonderful Cuchullins. The 

little Tern had carried her mainsail nearly all the journey in the 

open, and now, for the* first and second time, we lashed down 

the boom and put on the ' trysail ' — just for the purpose of 

shifting comfortably down to Sligachan. Fortunate for us, as 

the event proved, that we did so ! — for we left without a pilot, 

and were destined to be blown on somewhat sharply by the 

mighty Cuchullins. 

The wind was ahead, and had fallen so much that the beating 

down was very slow work indeed ; and we had therefore full 

leisure to examine all the fine ' glimpses ' in the narrow Sound 

— the mighty cliffs of Skye piled up above us on the starboard 

side, the undulating isle of Raasay to the left, the gigantic 

Storr astern, and Ben Glamaig rising darkly over the starboard 

bow. Nothing could be wilder and more fantastic than some 

of the shapes assumed by the Skye cliffs, nothing finer than 

some of their shadowy tints. Contrasted with them, Dun-Can 

of Raasay, on the top of which the oracular Doctor and Boswell 

danced a pas de deux, looked like a mere earthen sugar-loaf 

beaten flat at the top. All under Dun-Can stretched a brown 

and rocky country, pastoral and peaceful enough in parts, and 

having even green slopes and bright heathery glades — together 

with fine pieces of artificial woodland, through which glittered 

the waterfall — 

* A silver pleasure in the heart of twilight !' 

Strange looked the Storr behind us, rising solitary into the sky, 



COASTING SKYE. # 239 

with its satellite pinnacles and towers lying underneath in the 
dark blue shade. 

Our eyes turned with most eagerness, however, towards Ben 
Glamaig, now scarcely visible in a thick purple mist Cloud 
after cloud was settling on his summit, sinking lower and lower 
to mantle him from forehead to feet — and the long thread-like 
film of the falling rain was drawn down his darkness with, faint 
gleams of light ; yet the sea about us was quite quiet, and the 
wind was ominously still. Hamish Shaw cocked his eye up at 
the giant in true sailor-style, but delivered it as his judgment 
that i the day would be a fine day — tho' we micht maybe hae a 
shower / and Hamish had reason on his side, for the giants of 
Skye sometimes look very threatening when they mean no 
harm, and very friendly when they are drawing a great breath 
into their rocky lungs preparatory to blowing your boat to the 
bottom of the sea. 

Altogether, it was with not quite comfortable feelings that we 
drew nearer and nearer to the mouth of Sligachan. The place 
bore an ugly name — there was danger above and danger under — 
rocks below and squalls above. Right across the mouth of Loch 
Sligachan stretches a dangerous shoal, leaving only a passage 
of a few yards, and to sail through this at all it is necessary to 
have the tide in your favour. Then, as you enter, you must 
look out for * Bo Sligachan ' — a monster lying in wait just under 
water to scrunch your planks behind his weedy jaws. Then, 
again, beware of squalls / Down the almost perpendicular sides 
of Ben Glamaig, down the beds of the torrents, inaudible till 
it has sprung shrieking upon you, comes the wind. Talk 
about wind ! You know nothing whatever on that subject 
unless you have been in a boat among these mountains. Huge 
skiffs have been lifted out of sheltered nooks made expressly 
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for their reception — lifted up, twirled rapidly in the air like 
straws, and smashed to fragments in an instant If a hen 
ventures to open her wings sometimes, up she goes in the air, 
whisks round and round for a moment, and comes down with 
the force of a bullet — dead. The mail gig, which runs at the 
foot of Ben Glamaig, on a road well sheltered from the worst 
fury of the blast, has sometimes to stand to face the wind 
for minutes together, knowing that it would certainly be upset 
if the squalls caught it broadside. Not very long ago a great 
schooner was capsized and foundered at anchor here by a 
sudden gust, just because she happened to have one or two 
empty herring barrels piled upon her deck. Next to Loch 
Scavaig for fury of sudden squalls comes Loch Sligachan. In 
the latter you have only the breath of Glamaig, but at Scavaig 
you must prepare for the combined blasts of all the Cuchullins 
— all the giants gathering together in the mist, and manifesting 
a fury to which Polypheme's passion against Ulysses was a 
trifle. 

But it was summer-time, and we anticipated nothing 
terrific, otherwise we should certainly not have ventured yonder 
in so frail and tiny a thing as the Tern. We had already 
falsified all the dire predictions which had greeted us on setting 
forth and followed us throughout our journey — we had crossed 
and recrossed the Minch, penetrated into the wild fjords of the 
Long Island, beaten round the north-east coast of Skye in the 
open sea — all in a poor little crank craft not seven tons burden, 
seven feet beam, rigged for racing, and intended only for river 
sailing in very mild weather. Our good fortune, instead of 
turning our brains, had made us more cautious than when we 
set forth. Many perils escaped had explained to us the real 
danger of our attempt We had certainly no anticipation of 
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meeting in the narrows the fate which we had escaped so often 
in the open sea. 

What with the slight wind, and the weary beating down the 
Sound, we did not sight Sconser Lodge, which lies just at the 
mouth of Loch Sligachan, until the sunset. By this time the 
clouds had somewhat cleared away about Glamaig, and glorious 
shafts of luminous silver were working wondrous chemistry 
among the dark mists. We put about close to Raasay House, 
a fine dwelling in the midst of well-cultivated land, and feasted 
our eyes with the fantastic forms and colours of the Skye cliffs 
to the westward, grouped together in the strange wild illumi- 
nation of a cloudy sunset ; domes, pinnacles, spires, rising with 
dark outline against the west, and flitting from shade to light, 
from light to shade, as the mist cleared away or darkened 
against the sinking sun ; with vivid patches between of dark 
brown rocks and of green grass washed to glistening emerald 
by recent rain. It was a scene of strange beauty — Nature 
mimicking with unnatural perfection the mighty works of men, 
colouring all with the wildest hues of the imagination, and 
revealing beyond, at intervals, glimpses of other domes, 
pinnacles, and spires, flaming duskly in the sunset, and crum- 
bling down, like the ruins of a burning city, one by one. 
What came into the mind just then was not Wordsworth's 
sonnet on a similar cloudy pageant, but those wonderful stanzas 
of a wonderful poem by the same great poet on the eclipse of 
the sun in 1820 : 

' Awe-stricken she beholds the array 
That guards the temple night and day ; 
Angels she sees, that might from heaven have flown, 
And virgin saints, who not in vain 
Have striven by purity to gain 
The beatific crown— 

16 
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1 Sees long-drawn files, concentric rings, 
Each narrowing above each ; the wings, 
The uplifted palms, the silent marble lips, 
The starry zone of sovereign height — 
All steeped in the portentous light ! 
All suffering dim eclipse !' 

It is difficult to tell why these lines should have arisen in our 
mind at that moment ; for no stronger reason, perhaps, than 
that which caused the figures themselves to rise before Words- 
worth by the side of Lugano. He had once seen the 
Cathedral at Milan, and when the eclipse came, he could not 
help following it thither in imagination. These faint associa- 
tions are the strangest things in life, and the sweetest things in 
song. Portentous light ! dim eclipse ! These were the only 
words truly applicable to the scene we were gazing upon at 
that moment; and those few words were the chain of the 
association — the magical charm linking sense and soul — 
bringing Milan to Skye, filling the sunset picture with the wings, 
uplifted palms, and silent lips of angels and virgin saints — 

' All steeped in the portentous light ! 
All suffering dim eclipse !' 

It was just as we were contemplating this wonder, that the 
water blackened to windward, and we were laid over with the 
first squall from Glamaig. What a screaming in the rigging ! 
what a rattling of dishes and buckets in the forecastle ! What 
a clutching at spars and ropes on deck ! It was gone in a 
moment, and the Tern dashed buoyantly forward. The wind 
had freshened suddenly, and we were bowling along at five or 
six miles an hour, carrying trysail, foresail, and the second jib. 
We were still a good two miles from Sconser Lodge, so that the 
squalls, when they reached us, had lost much of their force. 
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Squall second was even softer than the first ; we laughed as it 
whizzed through the rigging, just putting the bulwarks under, 
and we were still further encouraged by a sudden brightening 
of the Ben. Fools ! that brightening should not have beguiled 
us. Hamish, who was at the helm, had just made the remark 
that he thought ' the nicht would be a good nicht,' and we were 
about half a mile off the mouth of Loch Sligachan, when 
squall third, coming sheer down the sides of Glamaig, smote 
us like a thunderbolt, and with a terrific shriek laid the Tern 
clean upon her broadside. It was a trying moment ; — the try- 
sail trailed in the water, and the water, covering all the decks 
to leeward, poured in a light green stream into the cockpit, and 
even through the hatches into the cabin. The Cook screamed 
from below amid an awful clatter of rubbish, and those on 
deck shivered and looked pale. ' Off wi' the foresail !' screamed 
Hamish ; and it was done in an instant For a moment it 
seemed as if the little craft would never right, but slowly she 
emerged from her bath and was shaken up in the wind, shivering 
like a half-drowned bird. All breathed hard after the escape. 
After such a warning it was considered advisable to exchange 
the big jib for the little storm one — which was done, and eased 
the boat very considerably. 

Well, it is useless to go on with further details of our entry 
into Sligachan. So determined did the wind seem to oppose 
our passage and give us a ducking, that once or twice we 
actually thought of turning tail and running back to Portree. 
But we persevered, even without a local pilot, and the tide 
being nearly full, we passed over sunken dangers with compara- 
. tive safety. At the narrowest part of the passage we could see 
the bottom, and actually grazed it with our keel. But the winds 
were the worst. The anchorage was right at the foot of 

16 — 2 
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Glamaig, so that the nearer we drew, the fiercer and more 
sudden were the squalls. The people gathered on shore, 
evidently expecting to see us get into trouble. To their as- 
tonishment, however, we shook the little Tern through every 
blast, righted and saved her at each moment of peril, and 
finally dropped anchor safely before it was quite dark. How 
we should have fared on a really stormy day it is not difficult 
to guess. This was an ordinary evening, somewhat windy, but 
what the men of Sligachan called ' good weather.' So terrific, 
however, is the suction of the hills beyond, and so sheer the 
descent of Glamaig to the water, that winds which are mild 
elsewhere become furious here. Keep us from Sligachan after 
October, when the south-wester begins to come with its mighty 
rain-clouds over the sea ! 

While we are on the subject of squalls, we may complete our 
report against Ben Glamaig by stating that on one occasion, 
during our stay in the loch, although we were only about two 
hundred yards from low-water mark, we could hold no com- 
munication with the shore for a night and a day, and were all 
that time watching anxiously lest the Tern's heavy mast should 
founder her at anchor. ' Half a gale ' of wind was blowing ; 
and with many of the squalls, the boat, though perfectly bare 
of canvas, lay over so much as to ship water into the cockpit. 
The wind came straight off Glamaig, and though there was no 
i fetch ' whatever, there was scarcely a dark spot between us and 
the shore — all was churned as white as snow. 

That night, shut up on board my little vessel, I read again 
King Haco's Saga, and put it into new language for the 
English public. All through the voyage I had been think- 
ing of Haco and his chiefs ; and how they had haunted that 
coast in their strange ships, leaving everywhere the traditions 
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of their race. Skye still rings with them. Portree is still 
c the King's Harbour ;' ' Kyleakin ' remains the ' Passage of 
King Hakon.' How they fared among the perilous waters, is a 
tale worth telling, and most fittingly in the narrow inland sounds 
of Skye, where Haco the King and his invading fleet will never 
be forgotten. 

CHAPTER IX. 

THE SAGA OF HACO THE KING.* 

I. 

king Alexander's dream and death. 

When Haco the King ruled over Norway, King Alexander, son 
of William, sent from Scotland in the Western Sea two Bishops 
to King Haco, begging him to give up those lands in the 
Hebrides which King Magnus Barefoot had unjustly taken from 
King Malcolm. King Haco answered, that Magnus had settled 
with Malcolm what districts the Norwegians should have in 
Scotland, or in the islands which lie near it ; adding, moreover, 
that the King of Scotland had no rule in the Hebrides at the 
time when King Magnus won them from King Godfred, and 
also that King Magnus had only taken back his birthright 
Then quoth the Bishops, ' Our master, the King of Scotland, 
would willingly purchase all the Hebrides, and we therefore 
entreat King Haco to value them in fine silver.' But Haco 
laughed, saying he had no such lack of pence as to be com- 
pelled to sell his inheritance. With these words for an answer 
the Bishops went their way. 

* Wherever, in the following translation, I have used a modern Scotch 
word, such as ' speired ' (inquired), ' harried ' (plundered), ' kirk ' (church), 
' bairns ' (children), it is to be understood that the modern word is the same 
in form, sound, and meaning as the original Icelandic. — R. B. 
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Now from this cause there speedily arose great coldness 
between the Kings ; yet again and again Alexander the King 
sent fresh messengers with new offers. But when he could 
not purchase those lands of King Haco he took other measures 
in hand which were not princely. Collecting a host throughout 
all Scotland, he prepared for a voyage to the Hebrides, and 
vowed to win those islands under his dominion, vowing clear 
and loud before his subjects that he would not rest till he had 
set his flag on the cliffs of Thurso, and had gained all the 
provinces which the Norwegian monarch possessed west of the 
German Ocean. 

In these days King Alexander sent word to John, Lord of 
the Isles, that he wished to speak with him. But King John 
would not meet the Scottish King till some Earls of Scotland 
had pledged their honour that he should fare safely. When 
the King met the Scottish monarch he bade King John that 
he would give up Kiamaburgh into his power, and three other 
castles which he held of King Haco, as also the other lands 
which King Haco had given him. But John did well and 
uprightly, and said that he would not break his troth to King 
Haco. On this he went away, and stopped not at any place 
till he came quite north to the Lewis. 

That summer, Alexander, King of Scotland, then lying in 
Kiararey Sound, dreamed a dream. He thought that three 
men came to him : one of them was in royal robes, but very 
stern, ruddy in countenance, short and thick ; another was of 
slender make, but active, and of all men most majestic ; the 
third, again, was of a very great stature, but his features were 
wild and distorted ; and he was unsightly to look upon. Now, 
these three spoke to Alexander in his dream, and speired- 
whether he meant to harry the isles of the Western Sea. Alex- 
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ander answered that he certainly meant to win back the isles 
under his crown. Then those three spirits bade him go back, 
and told him no other course would turn out to his good. 
The King told his dream, and many bade him to return. But 
the King would not, and a little after he fell sick and died 
The Scottish army then broke up ; and they bare the King's 
body to Scotland. 

• Now all men say that the three men whom the King saw in 
his sleep were — St Olaf, King of Norway ; St. Magnus, Earl 
of Orkney ; and Columba, the Saint of IcolmkilL 

II. 

KING HACO GATHERS HIS HOST. 

Then the Scottish people took for their King Alexander, the 
son of Alexander, who married the daughter of Henry, King 
of England, and became a meikle prince. 

In the summer of 1262 there came to Haco, King of Nor- 
way, many letters from the Kings of the Hebrides in the 
Western Seas, complaining sore of the ill-deeds of the Earl of 
Ross, Kiarnach, son of MacCamal, and other Scots. These 
same burned villages and kirks, and killed great numbers both 
of men and women. They had even taken the small bairns, 
and, raising them on the points of their spears, shook them 
till they slipped, down to their hands, when they threw them 
away dead on the ground. The letters said, also, that the 
Scottish King would win all the Hebrides if life was granted 
him. 

When King Haco heard these tidings they gave him much 
uneasiness, and he laid the case before his council Then it 
was settled that King Haco should, in the winter season about 
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Yule, issue an edict through all Norway, and order out both 
troops and food for an expedition. He bade all his forces 
meet him at Bergen early in spring. 

King Haco came to Bergen on Christmas ; he dwelt there 
during the spring, and made ready swiftly for war. After that 
a great number of barons and officers, and vassals, and a vast 
many soldiers came in daily unto him. 

King Haco held a general council near Bergen, at Backa. 
There the meikle host came together. The King then cried 
that this host was to be sent against Scotland, in the Western 
Seas. 

During this voyage King Haco had that great vessel which 
he had bade them build at Bergen. It was built all of oak, 
and had twenty banks of oars. It was decked with heads and 
necks of dragons beautifully overlaid with gold. He had also 
many other well-found ships. 

In the spring King Haco sent John Langlifeson and Henry 
Scot west to the Orkneys, to get pilots for Scotland. From 
thence John sailed to the Hebrides, arid told King Dugal that 
he might expect an army from the east Word had got abroad 
that the Scots would harry in the islands that summer. King 
Dugal therefore spread a report that forty ships were coming 
from Norway. Some time before the King himself was ready 
he sent eight ships to the westward. The captains of these 
were Ronald Urka, Erling Ivarson, Andrew Nicholson, and 
Harvard Red. 

When the King had built his ship, he went with all his host 
from the capital to Eidvags ; afterwards he himself hied back 
to the city, and dwelt there some nights, and then set out for 
Herlover. Here came together all the troops, both from the 
north and the south. 
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King Haco lay with all his force at Herlover; it was a 
mighty and glorious host. 

Three nights before the Selian vigils King Haco set sail for 
the German Sea with all his fleet He had now been King of 
Norway six and forty winters. He had a good breeze, the 
weather was fair, and the fleet beautiful to behold sailing south- 
ward to the islands of the Western Sea. 

III. 

SAILING OF THE GREAT FLEET. 

King Haco had a company chosen well for his own ship. 

There were on the quarterdeck : Thorlife, Abbot of Holm ; Sir 

Askatin ; four priests, chaplains to the King ; Andrew of This- 

sisey ; Aslac Guss, the King's master of the horse ; Andrew 

Hawardson, Guthorm Gillason, and Thorstein his brother; 

Eirek Scot Gautson, with many others. There were on the 

maindeck: Aslack Dagson, Steinar Herka, Klomit Langi, 

Andrew Gums, Eirek Dugalson, the father of King Dugal; 

Einar Lang-Bard, Arnbjorn Suela, Sigvat Bodvarson, Hoskuld 

Oddson, John Hoglif, Ami Stinkar. On the foredeck there 

were : Sigurd, the son of Ivar Rofu ; Ivar Helgason of Lofloc, 

Erlend Scolbein, Dag of Southeim, Briniolf Johnson, Gudleik 

Sneis, and most of the King's chamberlains, with Andrew Plytt, 

the King's treasurer. There were in the forecastle: Eirek 

Skifa, Thornfin Sigvald, Kari Endridson, Gudbrand Johnson, 

and many of the cup-bearers. There were four men on every 

half rower's seat. With King Haco, Magnus Earl of Orkney 

left Bergen, and the King gave him a good galley. These 

Barons were also with the King : Briniolf Johnson, Fin Gautson, 

Erling Alfson, Erlend Red, Bard of Hestby, Eilif of Nausta- 
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dale, Andrew Pott, and Ogmund Krekedants. Erling Ivarson, 
John Drotning, Gaut of Meli, and Nicholas of Giska, were 
behind with Prince Magnus at Bergen, as were several other 
officers who had not been ready. 

King Haco, having got a gentle breeze, was two nights at sea, 
when he reached that harbour of Shetland called Breydeyiar 
Sound, and from thence he sailed to Ronaldsvo with all his 
host 

While King Haco lay in Ronaldsvo, a great darkness drew 
over the sun, so that only a little ring was bright around ; and 
it continued so for some hours. 



IV. 

KING HACO's SAILING SOUTHWARD. 

On the day of St Laurence's wake King Haco, after a cruise 
in the Orkneys, sailed with all his forces to a haven that is called 
Hasleviarvic, from that to Lewis, so on to Raasa, and from 
thence to that place in Skye Sound which is called Calliach 
Stone. Here he was joined by Magnus, King of Man, and by 
Erling Ivarson, Andrew Nicholson, and Halward. He next 
sailed south to the Sound of Mull, and then to Kiararey, where 
King Dugal and the other Hebrideans were assembled with 
their men. 

King Haco had now more than one hundred vessels, for the 
most part large, and all of them well prepared both with men 
and weapons. While he abode at Kiararey, he sent fifty ships 
south to the Mull of Kintire to harry. The captains of the 
same were King Dugal, Magnus, King of Man, Briniolf John- 
son, Ronald Urka, Andrew Pott, Ogmund Krekedants, Vigleic 
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Priestson. He sent, also, five ships for Bute under Erling 
Red, Andrew Nicholson, Simon Stutt, Ivar Ungi Eyfari, and 
Gutthorm the Hebrideaa 

Then did Haco the King sail south to Gudey before Kintire, 
where he anchored. There he met John, King of the Isles, 
whom King Haco in vain besought to follow him. But King 
John said he was pledged to the Scottish King, of whom he 
held more lands than of King Haco. He, therefore, entreated 
King Haco to dispose of all those estates which he had con- 
ferred upon him. King Haco kept him with him some time, 
vainly trying to win him back to his allegiance. 

During King Haco's stay at Gudey, an Abbot of Greymonks 
came to him, bidding him spare their cloister and Holy Kirk. 
The King granted them this, and gave them his own promise in 
writing. 

Friar Simon had long lain sick, and he died at Gudey. His 
corpse was carried to Kintire, and buried in the Greymonks 
cloister. They spread a fringed pall over his grave, and called 
him Saint. 

In those days came men from King Dugal, and said, that the 
lords of Kintire and others would surrender their lands to King 
Haco, and follow with their clansmen under his banner. Then 
the King said that he would not harry their lands if they yielded 
the next day ; ere noon they took an oath to King Haco, and 
gave hostages. The King laid a fine of a thousand head of 
cattle on their estates. Thereupon Angus yielded up Isla also 
to the King, and the King granted it back unto him as liege- 
man to Norway. 

Soon after this the King sailed south along Kintire with all 
his fleet, and anchored in Arran Sound. Thither often came 
barefooted friars from the King of Scotland to King Haco 
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seeking peace. Here King Haco freed his prisoner, King 
John, gave him many rich gifts, and bade him go in peace. 
Then did he swear to King Haco to labour at all times to make 
peace between him and the King of Scots. Thereafter King 
Haco sent Gilbert, Bishop of Hamer; Henry, Bishop of Orkney; 
Andrew Nicholson, Andrew Plytt, and Paul Soor to King 
Alexander, who met them honourably, and sent envoys to 
King Haco in his turn. Now King Haco had writ down all 
the names of the Western Islands which he called his own, 
and King Alexander had named all those which he would not 
yield. These last were Bute, Arran, and the two Cumbras. 
But the Scots wilfully held aloof from a settlement, because 
summer was ending and the foul weather was beginning. See- 
ing this, Haco the King sailed in under the Cumbras with all 
his host 

Thereafter King Haco sent as envoys a Bishop and a Baron, 
and to meet them came some knights and cloistermen. They 
spoke much, but could not agree ; and late in the day so many 
Scots gathered together, that the Norwegians feared treachery, 
and drew away to their ships. Many now bade the King end 
the truce and harry, as food was scant. But Haco sent one 
Kolbein Rich to the King of Scots with peace letters, offering 
that the kings should meet, with all their host, and speak of 
peace. If peace, by God's grace, took place, it would be well ; 
but if not, then should the Kings fight with their whole host, 
and let him win whom God pleased. The King of Scots was 
not loath to fight, but said little in answer. Kolbein went back 
to his master, and thereupon the truce was over. 
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V. 

THE KING'S FLEET MEETS WITH A GREAT STORM. 

The King now sent sixty ships into Skipa-Fjord.* Their 
commanders were Magnus, King of Man; King Dugal, and 
Allan his brother ; Angus, Margad, Vigleic Priestson, and Ivar 
Holm. When they came to the head of the Fjord, they took 
their boats and drew them over the land to a great water which 
is called Loch Lomond. On the far side thereof was a rich 
earldom called Lennox, and in the centre were many islands, 
well peopled, which the Northmen wasted with fire, destroying 
also all the buildings on the water-side. 

Allan, brother of King Dugal, marched far into the land, slew 
many men and took many hundred head of cattle. Thereafter 
the Northmen went back to their ships. They met with so 
great a storm that ten of their ships were wrecked in the Fjord. 
It was now that Ivar Holm took that sickness of which he died. 

King Haco still lay in the open. Michaelmas happened on 
a Saturday, and on Monday night after there came a great 
tempest with hailstones and rain. The watch on the forecastle 
of the King's ship called out that a transport vessel was driving 
against their cable. The men leapt up on deck, but the rigging 
of the transport caught the prow of the King's ship and carried 
away its figure-head. The vessel then fell so foul aboard that 
its anchor grappled the ropes of the King's ship, which straight 
began to drag its anchor. Whereupon the King bade them cut 
the transport's cable, which being done, she drove out to sea. 
The King's ship now rode safe till daylight In the morning, 
at flood-tide, the transport was cast ashore, together with a 

* Loch Long. 
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galley. The wind still rose ; the King's men got more ropes and 
cast out a fifth anchor. The King himself rowed ashore in his 
boat to the isles and ordered mass to be sung. Meantime, the 
ships dragged up the Sound, and the storm was so fierce that 
some cut away their masts and others drove ashore. The King's 
ship still drove, though seven anchors had been cast out They 
threw out an eighth, which was the sheet-anchor. The ship 
still drove, but at last the anchors held fast. Five ships went 
ashore. So great was the storm that men said magic had done 
it, and the fall of rain was dreadful. 

Now when the Scots saw that the vessels had driven ashore, 
they gathered together and approached the Northmen, and threw 
at them. But the Northmen fought well and fiercely, sheltered 
by their ships; the Scots made several attacks at intervals, 
killing few men, but wounding many. Then King Haco sent 
boats with men to help them. 

Lastly, the King, with Thorlaug Bosi, set sail for the shore in 
a barge. At his coming the Scots fled, and the Northmen 
passed the night ashore. But in the night the Scots entered the 
wrecked transport and bare off what they could. The morning 
after the King landed with many armed folk ; he ordered the 
vessel to be lightened and towed out to the fleet 

VI. 

THE BATTLE OF LARGS. 

A little after that they saw the Scots, and they thought the 
King of Scotland was there himself, because the host was so 
great Ogmund Krekedants stood on a height, and his men 
with him. The Scots attacked him with their van, and ap- 
proached him in so great force that the Northmen begged the 
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King to row out to his ships and to send them help. The King 
would stay on land, but they would not let him bide in such 
danger, and he rowed out in his boat to his fleet in the open 
Sound. These Barons abode ashore : Andrew Nicholson, 
Ogmund Krekedants, Erling Alfson, Andrew Pott, Ronald 
TJrka, Thorlaug Bosi, and Paul Soor. All the fighting men with 
them on land were eight hundred or more. Of those, two 
hundred were on the height with Ogmund, but the rest were 
gathered together on the beach. Then the Scots drew nigh, 
numbering near fifteen hundred knights ; their horses had all 
breastplates, and many Spanish steeds were clad in mail. The 
Scots had also many soldiers on foot well weaponed, most of 
them with bows and spears. 

Now the Northmen on the height drew back slowly towards 
the sea, thinking that the Scots might surround them. Andrew 
Nicholson then came up to the height, and bade Ogmund to 
back slowly to the beach, and not fly like routed men. The 
Scots thereupon attacked them fiercely with darts and stones. 
Many were the weapons showered on the Northmen, who de- 
fended themselves stoutly as they went But when they came 
to the sea, all rushing 'swifter than they should, their fellows on 
the beach fancied they were routed. Wherefore some leaped 
into their boats, and rowed in them from shore, and others 
leaped into the transport. The soldiers called out to them to 
stay, and some few men returned. Andrew Pott leaped over 
two boats and into a third, and so from land. Many boats sunk 
down, and some men were drowned. After that the Northmen 
on shore turned about towards the water. 

Here fell Haco of Steine, attendant of Haco the King. Then 
were the Norwegians driven south from the transport, and these 
were their leaders : Andrew Nicholson, Ogmund Krekedants, 
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Thorlaug Bosi, and Paul Soor. Hard blows were dealt, and the 
foemen were ill-matched, for ten Scots fought against each 
Northman. 

There was a young knight of the Scots, named Ferash, and 
rich both in birth and gear. He had a helmet all gold, and set 
with precious stones, and his armour was also gold. He rode 
up to the Northmen, but none followed. He rode up to the 
Northmen, and then back to his own host. Then Andrew 
Nicholson came close to the ranks of the Scots. He met that 
brave knight and struck at him so fiercely, that he cut through 
the armour into his thigh, and reached even to the saddle. The 
Northman took off his costly belt. Then began hard blows- 
Many fell on both sides, but most of the Scots, as Sturlas 
sings : 

' Gathered in circle, 
With clangour of armour, 
Our youth struck the mighty 
Donners of armlets : 
Limbs dead and bloody 
Glutted the death-birds. 
Who shall avenge now 
The mighty belt -wearer?' 

While this fight was raging, there was so great a storm, that 
King Haco saw no hope of landing his host. Yet Ronald and 
Eilif of Naustadale rowed ashore with men and fought fiercely, 
together with those Northmen who had fled in their boats. 
Ronald was driven back to his ships, but Eilif stood firm. The 
Northmen now ranged themselves anew, and the Scots took the 
height. There were constant fights with stones and darts ; but 
towards the end of day the Northmen rushed up against the 
Scots on the hill. The Scots then fled from the height, and 
betook themselves to their mountains. The Northmen then 
entered their boats, and rowed out to the fleet, and came safely 
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through the storm. At morning they returned to land to look 
after those who had fallen. Among the dead were Haco of 
Steine and Thorgisl Gloppa, the King's housemen. 

There fell also a good bondsman from Drontheim, called 
Karlhoved, and another from Fiorde, called Halkel. Besides 
these there perished three Light-Swains,* Thorstein Bat, John 
Ballhoved, and Halward Buniard. The Northmen could not 
tell how many of the Scots fell, for their dead bodies were 
taken up and carried to the woods. Haco ordered his dead 
men to be carried to Holy Church. 

VII. 

KING HACO SAILS NORTHWARD. 

The fifth day after that the King took up his anchor, and 
guided his ship close under the Cumbras. That day came 
unto him the ships which had sailed up Skipa-Fjord. The 
fast-day after, it was good weather, and the King sent his 
vessels ashore to burn the ships which had been wrecked ; and 
that same day, a little after, the King sailed past Cumbra out 
to Melansey, and lay there several nights. Here came unto 
him the messengers he had sent to Ireland, and told him that 
the Irish Northmen would support his host till he freed them 
from the rule of the English King. Haco longed much to sail 
to Ireland, but the wind was not fair. He took counsel, and 
the whole host wished him not to sail. He said to them that 
he would depart for the Hebrides, for the host was short o 
food. Then did Haco the King order the corse of Ivar Holm 
to be carried into Bute, and there it was buried. 

After that the King sailed under Melansey, and lay some 

* Kerti-sveinar, Masters of the Lights. 

17 



258 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

nights under Arran, and then to Sandey, and so to the Mull of 
Kintire, and came close under Gudey. Then sailed he out to 
Ila Sound, and lay there two nights. He laid levy on the 
island in three hundred head of cattle ; but some was paid in 
meal and cheese. Then Haco the King sailed the first Sunday 
in winter, and met so much storm, with wrack, that scarce a 
ship bore its sails. Then the King took haven in Kiararey, 
and there messengers went between him and King John, but 
to little end. At this time the King was told that his men had 
harried much in Mull, and slain some men of Mull, and that 
two or three Northmen had fallen. 

Next, King Haco sailed to the Calf of Mull, and lay there 
some nights. There he was left by King Dugal and Allan 
his brother ; and the King gave them those estates which King 
John had owned. Magnus, King of Man, and other islesmen, 
had departed before. To Rudri he gave Bute, and Arran to 
Margad. To Dugal he gave the castle in Kintire, which 
Guthorm Backa-Rolf had taken in the summer. In this 
manner had Haco the King gained back all those lands which 
King Magnus Barefoot had wrested from the Scots and the 
islesmen. 

Haco the King sailed from the Calf of Mull to Rauney, and 
from Rauney northwards. The wind blowing against him, he 
sailed into Wester-Fjord, in. Sky e, and levied food of islesmen. 
He next sailed past Cape Wrath, and at Dyrness the weather 
fell calm, and the King let the ships be steered into Gia-Fjord. 
This was the Feast of the two Apostles, Simon and Jude, and 
the mass day was a Sunday. The King lay there for the night 
On the mass day, after mass was sung, there came to him some 
Scots, whom the Northmen had taken. The King gave them 
liberty and sent them up the country, and made them promise 
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to come back with cattle ; but one was left behind in hostage. 
That same day nine men of Andrew Biusa's ship went ashore 
for water, and a little while after a cry was heard from the 
land. The crew rowed to shore from the fleet, and saw two 
men swimming, wounded sore, and took them aboard; but 
seven were slain on land, without arms, while their boat was 
aground. The Scots then fled to a wood, while the Northmen 
lifted their dead. On the Monday King Haco sailed from 
Gia-Fjord, and gave liberty to the Scottish hostage and set him 
ashore. That night the King came to Orkney, and lay in a 
Sound north from Asmundsvo ; thence he sailed for Ronaldsvo 
and most of his fleet with him. As they sailed over Pentland- 
Fjord there rose a great whirlpool, into which fell a ship of 
Rygia-fylke, and all men there were drowned. John of Hestby 
drove through the straits, and came near being wrecked in the 
Gulf; but with God's grace the ship was forced east to the 
open sea, and he hied to Norway. 

While King Haco lay in Orkney most of his ships sailed to 
Norway, some with the King's leave, but many gave them- 
selves leave. The King had said at first when he came to the 
islands that he would steer straight home ; but the wind was 
in his teeth, and he thought to bide in the Orkneys during the 
winter. He named twenty ships to stay, and gave the rest 
leave to go. All his vassals remained save Eilif of Naustdale, 
who sailed eastward home ; but many of the best men in the 
land abode with the King. Then the King sent letters to 
Norway, concerning the things he should need. After All 
Saints' mass the King sailed his ships to Medalland Harbour, 
but he spent one day at Ronaldsha. 
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VIII. 



KING HACO'S SICKNESS. 



The Saturday ere Martinmas King Haco rode out to Medal- 
lands Harbour, and after mass he fell very sick. At night he 
was aboard his ship, but at morning he let mass be sung on 
land. Afterwards he held a council where the ship should lie, 
and bade his men look well after their vessels. After that 
each skipper took charge of his own ship. Some.were laid up 
in Medallands Haven, and some in at Skalpeid. 

Next, King Haco went to Skalpeid and rode to Kirkwall ; 
and there abode in the Bishop's palace with such men as dined 
at his board. Here the King and the Bishop kept each his 
board in the hall for his own men, but the King dined in the 
room above. Andrew Plytt looked after the King's table, and 
gave to each of the followers his share. After all that was 
arranged the divers skippers went where their ships were laid 
up. The Barons in Kirkwall were Briniolf Johnson, Erling 
Alfson, Ronald Urka, Erling of Birkey, John Drotning, and 
Erlend Red. The other Barons ^ere in their districts. 

King Haco had all the summer worked much and anxiously, 
and had slept little, and when he came to Kirkwall he lay sick 
in bed. When he had lain some nights the sickness lessened, 
and he was on foot three days. The first day he walked in 
his rooms, the second he heard mass in the Bishop's Chapel, 
and the third day he went to Magnus Kirk and around the 
shrine of the holy Earl Magnus. He then ordered a bath and 
was shaven. Then some nights after he sickened again and 
lay again in bed. In his sickness he had read to him the Bible 
and Latin books. But finding he grew sad in thinking on 
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these things, he had read to him night and day books of the 
north— first the lives of holy men, and when these were ended 
the tales of our Kings from Haldan the Swart, and so of all the 
Northern Kings, each after each. Haco the King found his 
sickness still increase. He thought, therefore, of the pay due 
to his troops, and ordered a mark of fine silver to each court- 
man, and half a mark to each of the light-swains and other 
followers. He let all the silver plate of his board be weighed, 
and ordered it to be given forth if the realm-silver was too 
little. King Haco was shriven the night before St Lucia's 
mass. There were there Thorgisl, Bishop of Stavanger ; Gil- 
bert, Bishop of Hamar; Henry, Bishop of Orkney, Abbot 
Thorleif, and many other learned men, and before he was 
smeared all said farewell to the King and kissed him. He still 
spake clear, and his favourites asked him if he had any other 
son besides Prince Magnus, or any other heirs who might 
share in the state. But he vowed that he had no other son 
and no daughter but what all men knew. 

Then were read the Sagas of the Kings down to Suerer, and 
he ordered them to read the life of Suerer, and to read it night 
and day as often as he was awake. 

IX. 

KING HACO'S DEATH AND BURIAL. 

The mass day of St. Lucia was a Thursday, and on the 
Saturday after, the King's sickness grew so great that he lost 
speech, and at midnight Almighty God called King Haco out 
of this home's life. These Barons beheld his death : Briniolf 
Johnson, Erling Alfson, John Drotning, Ronald Urka, and 
some serving-men who had been near the ¥LVa^"va.\»& £\0k&rsbu 
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Directly after he died, Bishops and learned men were sent for 
and mass was sung. Then all the folk went forth -save Thorgisl 
the Bishop, Briniolf Johnson, and two other men who watched 
the body and did all the service due to so mighty a lord and 
prince as was Haco the King. On Saturday the corse was 
carried into the high chamber and set on a bier. The body 
was clad in rich raiment and a garland set on his head ; and all 
bedight as became a crowned monarch. The light-swains stood 
with tapers, and the whole hall was lit Then went all folk to 
see the body, and it was fair and blooming, and the face was 
fair in hue as in living men. There was great solace of the 
grief of all there to see their departed King so richly dight. 
Then was sung the high mass for the dead. The nobles kept 
wake by the corse through the night. On Monday the body 
was borne to Magnus Kirk, and royally laid out that night. On 
Tuesday it was laid in a kist and buried in the choir of St 
Magnus Kirk, near the steps of the shrine of St. Magnus the 
Earl. Afterwards the tomb was closed and a pall spread over. 
Then was it settled that wake should be kept all winter over 
the grave. At Yule the Bishop and Andrew Plytt made feasts, 
as the King had ordered before he went, and good gifts were 
given to all the host 

Now King Haco had given orders that his corse should be 
carried east to Norway, and he would be graved near his father 
and other kinsmen, and about the end of winter was launched 
that meikle ship which Haco the King had in the west. On 
Ash Wednesday the corse of the King was taken out of the 
earth; this was on the third of the nones of March. The 
courtmen then went with the corse to Skalpeid to the ship. 
The chief leaders of the ship were Thorgisl the Bishop, and 
Andrew Plytt They sailed the first Saturday in Lent, and. met 



THE SAGA OF HA CO THE KIXG. 263 

a • 

hard weather and anchored south in Silavog. Thence they sent 
letters to Prince Magnus and told him the tidings. Afterwards 
they sailed north to Bergen. They came to Silavog before the 
mass of St Benedict On mass day Prince Magnus met the 
corse. The ship was brought near the King's palace, and the 
corse was placed in the summer-hall. The morning after it was 
borne out to Christ Kirk. There went with it Magnus the 
King, the two queens, and courtmen and town folk. After 
that the body was buried in the choir of Christ Kirk, and 
Magnus the King spake to the folk with many good words ; 
there stood all the folk in great grief, as Sturlas sings : 

* Three nights came the mighty 
Warriors to Bergen, 
Ere in the earth-vale 
Lay the wise ruler. 
The pale weapon-breakers 
Stood gathered around him, 
Full weeping and joyless 
(Mcikle strife followed)!' 

Haco the King was buried three nights before the mass of 
Mary ; this was after the birth of our Lord Jesus Christ one 
thousand two hundred and sixty-three years. 

CHAPTER X. 

GLEN SLIGACHAN AND THE CUCHULLINS. 

The Cuchullin Hills are the Temple of Ossian, and the temple 
has two porches — Sligachan and Scavaig. Having now fairly 
halted on the threshold of one, we stood close to an enchanted 
world. Opposite our anchorage was the village of Sconser — a 
number of rude hovels scattered on the hillside, with many fine 
patches of green corn and potatoes, and bits of excellent pasture 
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for the cows. A smack was at anchor close to us, skiffs were 
drawn up above high-water mark, and nets were drying every- 
where on the beach ; and we soon ascertained that the herring 
were 'up the loch.' Right above us, as we have said, rose Ben 
Glamaig, towering to a desolate and barren cone, seamed every- 
where with the beds of streams, and covered with the grey sand 
and loose rocks deposited in seasons of flood. At times this 
red mountain is a worthy neighbour of the Cuchullins, but at 
others, notably when the sun is very bright and the air very 
clear, it appears sufficiently commonplace. Commonplace is 
an adjective at no time applicable to Scuir-na-Gillean or Blaven; 
these are magnificent in all weathers, no sunlight being able to 
rob them of the wildly beautiful outlines and lurid tints of the 
hypersthene. 

Situated at the head of the loch is Sligachan Inn, the cleanest, 
snuggest, cheapest little place of the sort in all the Highlands 
of Scotland Here, on the morning after our arrival, we pro- 
cured ponies and a guide, and proceeded in ordinary tourist- 
fashion to make our way to the heart of the temple — to the 
melancholy lake of Corruisk, distant about nine miles from the 
head of Sligachan. Our party numbered five, including the 
guide. Two were mounted, while I and Hamish Shaw trudged 
on foot The guide (a gloomy Gael of thirteen, as sturdy as a 
whin-bush, and about as communicative) led the way, uttering 
ever and anon an eldritch whistle much like the doleful scream 
of the curlew. Our way lay up Glen Sligachan, along a footway 
discernible only by the experienced eye ; and we had scarcely 
proceeded a quarter of a mile from the inn, when the Cuchullins, 
in all their grandeur and desolation, began to gather upon us — 

1 Taciti, soli, e sanza compagnia, , * 



* < 



Inferno, 1 cant, xxiii. 
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their wild outlines showing in strange contrast to the conical 
Red Hills, so called from the ruddy hues of the syenite and 
porphyry of which they are composed. Chief of the Red Hills 
is Glamaig; king of the Cuchullins is Blaabhein, or Blaven. 
Down the round sides of Glamaig rolls the red debris of gravel 
and sand, washed into dark lines by innumerable watercourses, 
and giving to the lonely hill the aspect of a huge cone slowly 
mouldering, rusting, and decomposing, save where the deep 
heather gathers on its hollow flanks below. But Blaven, like 
all his brethren, preserves the one dark hue of hypersthene, 
while his sides are torn into craggy gulfs and lurid caves, and 
his hooked forehead cuts in sharp silhouette the grey and silent 
sky. The mountainous part of Skye consists of these two groups, 
so strangely contrasted in shape and colour, so totally unlike in 
geological composition.* The range of the Cuchullins is almost 
completely detached from that of the Red Hills by the valley 
of Glen Sligachan. 

Our start was made soon after dawn, and as we entered the 
great glen the mists of morning still brooded like white smoke 
over the hills on either side, while far away eastward the clouds 
parted above the mountain-tops, and revealed a glimpse of 
heaven, green as the delicate outer leaves of the water-lily. The 
rain had fallen heavily during the night, and the dead stillness 
of the air was broken only by the low murmur of streams and 
new-born runlets. Passing by a glassy pool of Sligachan Burn, 
we saw a young salmon leap glittering like gold two feet into the 
air, giving us therewith his prophecy of a still and windless day ; 
and while Schneider the wayward, warm already in anticipation, 
plunged in for her morning bath, up rose the old cock-grouse 

* See the admirable treatise on the * Geology of the Cuchullin Hills,' by 
Professor Forbes, of St. Andrews. 



266 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

from the margin of the pool, and fled, screaming his warning to 
the six or eight little ' cheepers ' which were following the old 
hen swiftly and furtively through the deep heather. The sun 
broke out on the burn, and it was full day. The damp rocks 
gleamed like silver, the heather glittered with innumerable gems. 
Not a member of the party but caught the glad contagion. The 
ponies pricked up their ears, and carried their riders more 
swiftly along the devious track. Schneider went raving mad 
with delight, and rushed around the party in dripping circles. 
I leapt like a very hart for joy. Hamish Shaw murmured a 
Gaelic ditty of love and gladness ; and the boy-guide answered 
with a blither scream. 

To me, however, the path was familiar as to the guide, for 
I had trod it many a time, both alone and in the best of 
company ; and, indeed, my present rapture was far more allied 
to physical delight in the glorious dawn than to thorough per- 
ception of the beautiful scene opening up around me. Such 
scenery — the scenery whose appeal is to the soul — does not 
startle suddenly; its supreme effect is subtle and slow; the 
first emotion in perceiving it sometimes even is like disappoint- 
ment My mind, too, is like a well, profound, of course, but 
fed mysteriously ; slow, very slow, to gather in thoughts from 
the numberless veins and pores of communication. I drank 
the dawn like an animal — like a ruminant cow, like a mountain- 
goat I had scarcely a thought for the marvellous landscape. 
There was no more speculation in my eyes than in those of my 
guide. Meantime, my heart could only dance, my brain only 
spin, my eyes only gleam. I saw everything, but lightly, 
dazzlingly through the gleam of my senses. The first sip of the 
mystic cup merely produced intoxication. 

Then, slowly, minute by minute, the wild animal instinct 
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cleared off, and the grey light of spiritual perception settled 
into the eyes. By this time, the mists on either side the glen 
had changed into mere solitary vapours, dying a lingering death 
each in some lonely gorge screened from the sun ; and the 
mountains shone darkly beautiful after their morning bath of 
rain. Prominent above all, on the north-east side of the glen, 
rose the serrated outlines of Scuir-na-Gillean, or the Hill of the 
Young Men, so named after certain shepherds who lost their 
lives while vainly endeavouring to gain the summit The 
height of this mountain, perhaps the highest of the Cuchullins, 
does not exceed 3200 feet, but the ascent is very perilous. 
Rent into huge fissures by the throes of earthquake, titanic and 
livid, from foot to base one stretch of stone, without one blade 
of grass or green heather, it stretched its weirdly broken out- 
line against a windless and cloudless sky. Few feet have trod 
its highest cliffs. In 1836, when Professor Forbes first visited 
the locality, the ascent was deemed impossible. ' Talking of 
it,' writes the Professor, ' with an active forester in the service 
of Lord Macdonald, named Duncan Macintyre, whom I 
engaged to guide me to Corruisk from Sligachan, he told me 
that he had attempted it repeatedly without success, both by 
himself, and also with different strangers, who had engaged him 
for the purpose ; but he indicated a way different from those 
which he had tried, which he thought might be more success- 
ful. I engaged him to accompany me ; and the next day (June 
7th) we succeeded in gaining the top, the extreme roughness 
of the rocks (all hypersthene) rendering the ascent safe, where, 
with any other formation, it might have been exceedingly 
perilous. Indeed, I have never seen a rock so adapted for 
clambering. At this time I erected a cairn and temporary flag, 
which stood, I was informed, a whole year; but having no 



268 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

barometer, I could not ascertain the height, which I estimated 
at 3000 feet. In 1843, I was m Skye with a barometer, but 
had not an opportunity of revisiting the Cuchullins ; but in 
May, 1845, I ascended the lower summit, nearly adjoining, 
marked Bruch-na-Fray in the map ; and wishing to ascertain 
the difference of the height of Scuir-na-Gillean, I proposed to 
Macintyre to try to ascend it from the west side. It was no 
sooner proposed than attempted It was impossible to do 
otherwise than descend deep in the rugged ravine of Loat-o'- 
Corry, which separates the summits, and then face an ascent, 
which from a distance appeared almost perpendicular; but, 
aided by the quality of the rocks already mentioned, we gained 
the Scuir-na-Gillean from the west side, although on reaching 
the top, and gazing back, it looked like a dizzy precipice.'* 
The barometrical record and geological observations made by 
the Professor, both here and elsewhere among the Cuchullins, 
are of the very highest interest. Everywhere among the 
mountains of Skye are to be traced the proofs of direct glacial 
action. Many phenomena can be described only as the effects 
of moving ice ; and it would be quite impossible to find these 
phenomena in greater perfection even among the Alps. 

We have no patience with those imaginative people who are 
so far fascinated by transcendental meteors as to class Geology 
in the prose sisterhood of Algebra and Mathematics. The 
typical geologist, indeed, whom we meet prowling, hammer in 
hand, in the darkness of Glen Sannox, or rock-tapping on the 

* At the foot of one of these precipices the mangled body of a young 
tourist was discovered during the autumn of 1870. The dead man was one 
of two friends who started to make the ascent of Scuir-na-Gillean together ; 
but one of whom, being taken slightly unwell on the way, returned to 
Sligachan Inn, leaving his comrade to proceed to the heights alone, and 
meet there his terrible doom. 
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seashore in the society of elderly virgins, or examining Agassiz* 
atlas through blue spectacles on board the Highland steamboat 
— this typical being, we repeat, is frequently duller company 
than the Free Church minister or the dominie ; but he is a 
mere fumbler about the footprints of the fair science, with never 
the courage to look straight into those beautiful blind eyes of 
hers, and discover that she has a soul. By what name shall 
we call her, if not by the divine name of Mnemosyne — the sphinx- 
like spirit that broods and remembers : a soul, a divinity, 
brooding blind in the solitude, and feeling with her ringer the 
raised letters of the stone-book which she holds in her lap, and 
wherein God has written the veritable ' Legend of the World ? 
A prose science ? — say rather a sublime Muse ! Why, her 
throne is made of the mountains of the earth, and her speech 
is the earth-slip and the volcano, and her taper is the 
lightning, and her forehead touches a coronal of stars. Only 
the fool misapprehends her and blasphemes. Whoso looks 
into her face with reverent eyes is appalled by the light of God 
there, and sinks to his knees, crying, ' I would seek unto God, 
and unto God would I commit my cause, who doeth great 
things and unsearchable, marvellous things without number.' 

In sober words, without fine writing or rapture, it must be 
said that the Cuchullins cannot long be contemplated apart 
from their geology. Turn your eyes again for a moment on 
Scuir-na-Gillean ! Note those sombre hues, those terrific 
shadows, that jagged outline traced as with a frenzied finger 
along the sky. It is a gentle autumn morning, and the film of 
white cloud resting on yonder topmost peak is moveless as the 
ghost of the moon in an April heaven. There is no sound save 
the melancholy murmur of water. A strange awe steals over 
you as you gaze \ the soul broods in its own twilight. Then, as 



270 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

the first feeling of almost animal perception fails, the mind 
awakens from its torpor, and with it comes a sudden illumina- 
tion. Along those serrated peaks runs a fiery tongue of flame, 
the abysses blacken, the air is filled with a deep groan, and a 
thunder-cloud, driving past in a great wind, clutches at the 
mountain, and clinging there, belches flame, and beats the 
darkness into fire with wings of iron. From a rent above, the 
drifting stars gaze, like affrighted eyes, dim as corpse-lights. In 
a moment, this wonder passes : the sudden tension of the mind 
fails, and with it the phantasm, and you are again in the torpid 
condition, gazing dreamily at the jagged outline of the Titan, 
dark and silent in the brightness of the autumn morning. 
Again Mnemosyne waves her hand, and again the mind flashes 
into picture. 

' O hoary hills, though ye look aged, ye 

Are but the children of a latter time ! 

Methinks I see ye, in that hour sublime 
When from the hissing caldron of the sea 
Ye were upheaven, while so terribly 

The clouds boiled, and the lightning scorched ye bare. 
Wild, new-born, blind, Titans in agony, 

Ye glared at heaven through folds of fiery hair. . . . 
Then, in an instant, while ye trembled thus, 
A Hand from heaven, white and luminous, 

Pass'd o'er your brows, and hushed your fiery breath. 
Lo ! one by one the dim stars gather'd round ; 
The great deep glass'd itself, and with no sound 

A cold snow glimmering fell ; and all was still as death.' 

You have now a glimpse of the ninth circle of the Inferno. 
Surrounded by the region of the Cold Clime, girt round on 
every side by unearthly forms of ice and rock, you see below 
you vales of frozen water, and unfathomable deeps blue as the 
overhanging heaven. Where fire once raved, snow now broods. 
Dome, pyramid, and pinnacle tower around with walls and 
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crags of glittering ice. Winds contend silently, and heap the 
snow with rapid breath. Here and there gleams the vaporous 
lightning, innocent as the aurora. The glaciers slip, and ever 
change. And down through the heart of all this desolation, 
past the very spot where you stand, filling the gigantic hollow 
of Glen Sligachan, welling onward with one deep murmur, 
carrying with it mighty rocks and blasted pine-trees, rolls a 
majestic river, here burnished black as ebony in the rush of its 
own speed, there foaming over broken boulders and tottering 
crags, and everywhere gathering into its troubled bosom the 
drifting glacier and the melting snow. 

I at least saw all this plain enough, as I passed along the 
weary glen in the rear of my party ; and the fanciful retrospect, 
instead of dulling the scene, lends it a solemn consecration. 
Poor indeed would be the songs of all the Muses, compared . 
with the tale of Mnemosyne, if she could only be brought to 
utter half she knows. 

While I was brooding, the riders and their guide were getting 
well ahead. The ponies were little shaggy rascals, with short 
stumpy legs twisted like sticks of blackthorn, knees stiff as 
rusty hinges, and never on any account to be coaxed into a 
trot ; small eyes, where drowsiness and mischief met ; their in- 
variable pace was a walk, slow but steady; and when left 
entirely to themselves, they could be relied on to pass safely 
where the most cautious foot-traveller stumbled. The little 
phlegmatic fellows seldom erred They planted their feet alike 
on the rolling stone and the slippery rock, choosing sometimes 
the most unlikely passages, and avoiding by instinct the peat 
bog and the green morass. Only when the unskilled rider, in 
his human vanity, fancied to improve matters by using the rein, 
and guiding the beast into what looked the right way, did 
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rider and steed seem in danger of getting into trouble. And 
. what a road that was to travel. ! More than once on the way 
did I congratulate myself on being afoot. Only a lynx's eye 
could have made out the pathway along the glen. Everywhere 
huge boulders were strewn thick as pebbles, intersected con- 
stantly by brawling burns, and padded round with knots of 
ancient heather. To the left the heather and rock clomb over 
many thymy knolls, until it fringed the base of the Red Hills, 
which rose above, round, unpicturesque, and discoloured with 
rain- washed sand. To the right, also, ever stretched heather 
and rock, until they mingled in imperceptible shadow into the 
deep green hypersthene of the Cuchullins. The sun now shone 
bright, but only deepened the shadows on the neighbouring 
hills, and still not a sound broke the melancholy silence. * In 
Glen Sligachan, as in many other parts of Skye,' writes Alex- 
ander Smith, ' the scenery curiously repels you, and drives you 
in on yourself. You have a quickened sense of your own 
individuality. The enormous bulks, their gradual receding to 
invisible crests, their utter movelessness, their austere silence, 
daunt you. You are conscious of their presence, and you 
hardly care to speak, lest you be overheard. You can't laugh : 
you would not crack a joke for the world. Glen Sligachan 
would be the place to do a little self-examination in. There 
you would have a sense of your own meannesses, selfishnesses, 
paltry evasions of truth and duty, and find out what a shabby 
fellow you at heart are ; and, looking up to your silent father^ 
confessors, you would find no mercy in their grim faces.' Such, 
doubtless, is the effect of the scene on some men, but most 
surely on those who live in cities and read Thackeray. Glen 
Sligachan is, indeed, weird and silent, but in no true sense of 
the word repelling. The eye is satisfied at every step, the 
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shadows and the silence only deepen the beauty, and the 
mood awakened is one, not of shapeless shuddering awe, but 
of brooding mystic joy. 

Pause here, where your path is the dry bed of a torrent, and 
look yonder to the north-east Between two hills opens the 
great gorge of Hart-o'-Corry, which is closed in again far away 
by a wall of livid stone. Tis broad day here, but grey twilight 
yonder. In the hollow of the corry broods a dense vapour, and 
above it, down the deep green fissures of the hypersthene, 
trickle streams like threads of hoary silver, frozen motionless 
by distance ; while higher, far above the rayless abyss, the sky 
is serene and hyacinthine blue. That black speck over the 
topmost peak, that little mark scarce bigger than the dot of an 
/, is an eagle. It hovers for many minutes motionless, and then 
melts imperceptibly away. From the side of Hart-o'-Corry, 
Scuir-na-Gillean shoots up its rugged columns ; and close to the 
mouth of the corry, the sharply-defined sweep of the deep 
green hypersthene, overlying the pale yellow felspar, has an 
effect of rare beauty. Turning now, and looking up the glen 
towards Camasunary, you behold Ben Blaven closing in the 
view, and towering into the sky from precipice to precipice, its 
ashen-grey flanks corroding everywhere into veins of mineral 
green, until it cuts the heather with a sharp hooked forehead 
of solid stona 

* O wonderful mountain of Blaven ! 
How oft since our parting hour 
You have roared with the wintry torrents, 

You have gloomed through the thunder-shower ! 
' O Blaven, rocky Blaven ! 

How I long to be with you again, 
To see lashed gulf and gully 
Smoke white in the windy rain — 

18 
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To see in the scarlet sunrise 

The mist- wreaths perish with heat ; 
The wet rock slide with a trickling gleam 

Right down to the cataract's feet ; 
"While toward the crimson islands, 

Where the sea-birds flutter and skirl, 
A cormorant flaps o'er a sleek ocean floor 

Of tremulous mother-of-pearl.'* 

Blaven stands alone, separated from the chain of Cuchullins 
proper, and with the arms of the Red Hills encircling him and 
offering tribute. It is seldom he deigns to put aside his crown 
of mist, but on this golden day he is unkinged. ' The sunbeam 
pours its light stream before him ; his hair meets the wind of 
his hills, his face is settled from war, the calm dew of the 
morning lies on the hill of roses, for the sun is faint on his side, 
and the lake is settled and blue in the vale.' 

It is thus, as we gaze, that the thin sound of the voice of 
Cona breaks in upon our meditations : ' O bard ! I hear thy 
voice : it is pleasant as the gale of the spring that sighs on the 
hunter's ear, when he wakens from dreams of joy, and has 
heard the music of the spirits of the hill. ' In the dreamy 
wanderings of our mind we had almost forgotten Ossian, the 
true spirit of the mystic scene. Oh, ye ghosts of the lonely 
Cromla ! Ye souls of chiefs that are no more ! ye are ' like a 
beam that has shone, like a mist that has fled away/ 'The 
sons of song are gone to rest.' But one voice remains, strange 
and sad, 'like a blast that roars loudly on a sea-surrounded 
rock, after the winds are laid.' 

What the Cuchullins are to all other British mountains, 
Ossian is to all other British bards. He abides in his place, 
neither greater nor less, challenging comparison with no one, 

* Alexander Smith. 
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solitary, sad, wrapt in eternal twilight. Just in the same way 
as Glen Siigachan repelled Alexander Smith, the song of Ossian 
tires and wearies Brown and Robinson : fashionable once, it is 
now in disrepute ; by Byron, Goethe, and Napoleon cherished 
as a solemn inspiration, and lately pooh-poohed as conventional 
and artificial by the Saturday Reviewer, it abides forgotten, like 
Blaven, till such time as humorous critics may care to patronize 
it again. It keeps its place, though, as surely as Scuir-na-Gillean 
and Blaven keep theirs. It is based on the rock, and will 
endure. Meantime, let us for once join issue with Mr. Arnold, 
and exclaim, * Woody Morven, and echoing Lora, and Selma 
with its silent halls — we all owe them a debt of gratitude ; and 
when we are unjust enough to forget it, may the Muse forget 
us!* 

As to the question of authenticity, that need not be intro- 
duced at this time of day. Gibbon's sneer and Johnson's abuse 
prove nothing. In this, as in all matters, Gibbon was a sceptic, 
as worthy to be heard on Ossian as Voltaire on Shakespeare, or 
Gigadibs on Walt Whitman. In this, as in everything else, 
Johnson was a bully, a dear, lovable, shortsighted bully, as fit 
to listen to Fingal as to paint the scenery of the Cuchullins. 
The philological battle still rages ; but few of those competent 
to judge now doubt that Macpherson did receive Gaelic MSS., 
that the originals of his translations were really found in the 
Highlands— that, in a word, Macpherson's Ossian is a bona-fide 
attempt to render into English a traditionary poetic literature 
similar in origin and history to the Homeric poems, t Truly 

* ' On the Study of Celtic Literature.' By Matthew Arnold. 

f Since this paper was written and printed, the Rev. Mr. Clark has 
published his two exhaustive volumes of Ossian, containing the Gaelic 
originals, Macpherson's translation, and a new literal version, with a 
capital preliminary dissertation and invaluable illustrative notes. Mr. 

18—2 
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has it been said that ' Ossian drew into himself every lyrical 
runnel, augmented himself in every way, drained centuries of 
their songs; and living an oral and gipsy life, handed down 
from generation to generation without being committed to 
writing, and having their outlines determinately fixed, these 
songs become vested in a multitude, every reciter having more 
or less to do to them. For centuries the floating legendary 
material was re-shaped, added to, and altered by the changing 
spirit and emotion of the Celt* What remains to us is a set of 
titanic fragments, which, like the scattered boulders and blocs 
perchks of Glen Sligachan, show where a mighty antique land- 
scape once existed. The translation of Macpherson, made as* 
it was by a scholar familiar with modern literature, has number- 
less touches showing that the chisel has been used to polish the 
original granite, but it is on the whole a marvellous bit of work- 
manship, strong, free, subtle, full of genius — better than any 
^English translation of the Iliad, nearer to the true antique than 
Chapman's, or Pope's, or Derby's, or Blackie's versions of the 
Greek. In this translation, retranslated, Goethe read it ; and 
Napoleon ; and each stole something from it, if only a phrase. 
Veritably, at first sight, it has a barbarous look. The prose 
breathes heavily, in a series of gasps, each gasp a sentence. 
The sound is to a degree monotonous, like the voice of the 
wind; it rises and falls, that is all, breaks occasionally into a 
shriek, dies sometimes into a sob ; but it is always a wind-like 
voice. Yet just as hour after hour we have sat by the fireside, 
hearkening to the wind itself, feeling the sadness of Nature 

Clark has the reputation of being the best Celtic scholar in the Highlands, 
and his work is a monument that will not perish as long as men care to 
study at the fountain-head a poetry which, be it ever so faulty, is one of the 
great literary influences of the world. 
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creep into the soul and subdue it, so have we sat listening to 
the sad * sound of the voice of Cona.' It is a wind, a wind 
passing among mountains. Only a sound, yet the soul follows 
it out into the darkness — where it blows the beard from the 
thistle on the ruin, where it mists the pictures in the moonlight 
mere, where it meets the shadows shivering in the desolate, 
corry, where it dies away with a divine whisper on the fringe of 
the mystic sea. A wind only, but a voice crying, * I have seen 
the walls of Balclutha, but they were desolate. The fire had 
resounded in the halls, and the voice of the people is heard no 
more. The stream of Clutha was removed from its place by 
the fall of the walls. The thistle shook there its lonely head ; 
the moss whistled to the wind. The fox looked out from the 
windows ; the rank grass of the wall waved round his head* 
It is an eerie wail out of the solitude. We are blown hither 
and thither on it, through the mists of Morven, over the livid 
Cuchullins, through the terror of tempest, the dewy dim- 
ness of dawn — where the heroes are fighting, where a thousand 
shields clang — where rises the smoke of the ruined home, the 
moan of the desolate children — where the dead bleed, and 
'the hawks of heaven come from all their winds to feed on the 
foes of Auner ' — where the sea rolls far distant, and the white 
foam is like the sails of ships — where the narrow house looks 
pleasant in the waste, and l the grey stone of the dead.' But 
ever and anon we pause listening, and know that we are 
hearkening to a sound only, to the lonely cry of the wind. 

After all, it is unfair to call this monotonousness a demerit. 
Ossian's poems have much more in common with the Theogony 
than the Iliad and Odyssey. Ulysses and Thersites were com- 
paratively modern products of the Greek Epos. In the Ossianic 
period humanity dwelt in the twilight which precedes the dawn 



278 THE HEBRID ISLES. 

of culture. The heroes are not only colossal, but shadowy — 
dim in a dim light — figures vaguer than any in the Eddas : you 
see the gleam of their eyes, the flash of their swords, you hear 
the solemn sound of their voices ; but they never laugh, and if 
they uplift a festal cup, it is with solemn arm-sweep and hushed 
speech. The landscape where they move is this landscape of 
Glen Sligachan, with a frequent glimpse of woodier Morven, 
and a far-off glimmer of the Western Sea : all this shadowy, for 
the ' morning is grey on Cromla,' or the * pale light of the night 
is sad.' i I sit by the mossy fountain ; on the top of the hill of 
wind. One tree is rustling above me. Dark waves roll over 
the heath. The lake is troubled below. The deer descend 
from the hill. It is midday, but all is silent.' This is a day 
picture, but there is little sunlight.- It is in this atmosphere that 
some readers expect variety. They weary of the wind, and the 
grey stone on the waste, and the shadows of heroes. O for one 
gleam of humour, of the quick spirit of life ! they cry. As well 
might they look for Falstaff in the Iliad, or for Browning's 
Broad Church Pope in Shakespeare ! Blaven and his brethren 
are not mirth-breeding ; nor is Ossian. Here in the waste, and 
there in the book, humanity fades far off; though coming from 
both, we drink with fresher breath the strong salt air of the free 
waves of the world. 

In these days of metre-mongers, in these days when poetry is 
a tinkling cymbal or a pretty picture, when Art has got hold of 
her sister Muse and bedaubed her with unnatural colour, we 
might well expect the public to be indifferent to Ossian. Not 
the least objection to the Gael, in the eyes of library-readers, is 
the peculiar gasping prose in which the translation is written : 
and it is an objection; yet it affords scope for passages of 
wonderful melody, just as does the prose of Plato, or of Shake- 
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speare,* or the semi-Biblical line of Walt Whitman. ' Before 
the left side of the car is seen the snorting horse ! The thin- 
maned, high-headed, strong-hoofed, fleet-bounding son of the 
hill ; his name is Dusronnal, among the stormy sons of the 
sword. 7 Such a passage is prose as fully acceptable as a more 
literal translation, broken up into lines like the original : 

' By the other side of the chariot 
Is the arch-neck'd, snorting, 
Narrow-maned, high-mettled, strong-hoofed. 
Swift-footed, wide-nostril'd steed of the mountains ; 
Dusrongeal is the name of the horse.' 

Music in our own day having run to tune, in poetry as in every- 
thing else, we eschew unrhymed metres and poetical prose ; yet 
it is as legitimate to call Beethoven a barbarian as to abuse 
Ossian and Whitman for their want of melody. And as to the 
charge that Ossian lacks humour, where in our other British 
poetry is humour so rife that we imperatively demand it from 
the Gael ? Where is Milton's humour ? or Shelley's ? Where 
in contemporary poetry is there a grain of the divine salt of life, 
such as makes Chaucer prince of tale-tellers, and gladdens the 
academic period of rare Ben, and makes FalstafF lovable, and 
Bardolph's red nose delicious, and preserves the slovenly- 
scribbled * Beggar's Opera' for all time? In sober truth, 
humour and worldly wisdom, and all we blasts moderns mean 
by variety, were scarcely created in the Ossianic period. Why, 
they are rare enough in the lonely Hebrides even now. Now, 
in the nineteenth century, the Celtic islander smiles as little as 
old Fingal or Cuthullin. His laugh is grim and deep ; he is too 
far back in time to laugh lovingly. His loving mood is earnest, 

* Take Hamlet's speech about himself (commencing, * I have of late, but 
wherefore I know not,' etc.) as an example of what Coleridge calls 'the 
wonderfulness of prose.' 
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tearful, almost painful, sometimes full of a dim brightness, but 
never exuberant and joyfuL 

Yet we moderns, who love hoary old Jack for his sins, and 
stand tearfully at his bed of death,* and like all fat men and 
sinners better for his sake, we to whom life is the quaintest and 
drollest of all plays as well as the deepest and divinest of all 
mysteries, may listen very profitably, ever and anon, to the 
monotonous wail of Cona, may pass a brooding hour in the 
twilight shadow of this eerie poetry. The influence of Ossian 
upon us is quite specific : not religious at all ; not merely 
ghostly ; but solemn and sad and beautiful ; with just enough 
life to preserve a thread of human interest ; with too little life 
to awaken us from the mood of brooding mystic feeling pro- 
duced by the lonely landscape, and the dim dawn, and the 
changeful moon. Ossian dreams not of a Supreme Being, has 
no religious feelings, but he believes in gracious spirits ' fair as 
the ghost of the hill, when it moves in a sunbeam at noon, over 
the silence of Morven.' If there is no humour in his poems, 
there is a great deal of exquisitely human tenderness. Nothing 
can be more touching in its way than the death of Fellan : 
* Ossian, lay me in that hollow rock. Raise no stone above 

* ' Host. Nay, sure, he's not in hell : he's in Arthur's bosom, if ever man 
went to Arthur's bosom. 'A made a finer end, and went away, an it had 
been any christom child ; 'a parted even just between twelve and one, e'en 
at turning o' the tide : for after I saw him fumble with the sheets, and play 
with flowers, and smile upon his fingers' ends, I knew there was but one 
way ; for his nose was as sharp as a pen, and 'a babbled of green fields. 
" How now, Sir John ?" quoth I : " what, man ! be of good cheer." So 'a 
cried out, " God, God, God !" three or four times : now I, to comfort him, 
bid him, 'a should not think of God ; I hoped there was no need to trouble 
himself with any such thoughts yet. So, 'a bade me lay more clothes on 
his feet : I put my hand into the bed and felt them, and they were as cold 
as any stone ; then I felt to his knees, and so upward and upward, and all 
was as cold as any stone.' — Henry V % ii. . 
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me, lest one should ask about my fame. I am fallen in the first 
of my fields, fallen without renown.' Perfect in its way, too, is 
the imagery in the lament of Malvina over the death of Oscar : 
VI was a lovely tree in thy presence, Oscar ! with all my branches 
round me. But thy breath came like a blast from the desert 
and laid my green head low. The spring returned with its 
showers, but no leaf of mine arose.' 

Sweetest and tenderest of all Ossian's songs, the song which 
fills the soul here in the gorges of Glen Sligachan, is * Berrathon,' 
the Mast sound of the voice of Cona.' It is a wind indeed, 
strange and tender, deep and true. All the strife is hushed 
now; Malvina the beautiful is dead, and the old bard, knowing 
that his hour is drawing nigh, murmurs over a fair legend of the 
past. * Such were my deeds, son of Appin, when the arm of my 
youth was young. But I am alone at Lutha. My voice is like 
the last sound of the wind, when it forsakes the woods. But 
Ossian shall not be long alone; he sees the mist that shall 
receive his ghost ; he beholds the mist that shall form his robe 
when he appears on his hills. The sons of feeble men shall 
behold me and admire the stature of the chiefs of old. They 
shall creep to their caves. . . . Lead, son of Appin, lead the 
aged to his woods. The winds begin to rise ; the dark wave of 
the lake resounds. . . . Bring me the harp, son of Appin. 
Another song shall arise. My soul shall depart in the sound. 
. . . Bear the mournful sound away to Fingal's airy hall ; bear 
it to FingaFs hall, that he may hear the voice of his son. . . . 
The blast of north opens thy gates. O king ! I behold thee 
sitting on mist, dimly gleaming in all thine arms. Thy form 
now is not the terror of the valiant. It is like a watery cloud, 
when we see the stars behind it with their weeping eyes. Thy 
shield is the aged moon : thy sword a \a.^oux Y&M \^Ste&^o£^ 
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fire. Dim and feeble is the chief who travelled in brightness 
before. ... I hear the voice of Fingal. Long has it been 
absent from mine ear ! " Come, Ossian, come away !" he says, 
. . . " Come, Ossian, come away!" he says. " Come, fly with thy 
fathers on clouds." I come, I come, thou king of men. The life 
of Ossian fails. I begin to vanish on Cona. My steps are not seen 
inSelma. Beside the stone of Mora I shall fall asleep. The winds 
whistling in my grey hair shall not awaken me. . . . Another 
race shall arise.' If this be not a veritable voice, then poesy 
is dumb indeed. The desolate cry of Lear is not more real. 

Read these poems to-day on Glen Sligachan, or on the 
slopes of Blaven. Is not the solemn greyness everywhere? 
Is there a touch, a tint, of the quiet landscape lost ? Not that 
Ossian described Nature ; that was left for the modern. He 
contrives, however, while using the simplest imagery, while 
never pausing to transcribe, to conjure up before us the very 
spirit of such scenes as this. Mere description, however 
powerful, is of little avail; and painting is not much better. 
Ossian's verse resembles Loch Corruisk more closely than 
Turner's picture, powerful and suggestive as that picture is. 

While we are listening to the thin voice of Cona, and being 
betrayed into a monologue, our exploring party is getting well 
ahead ; and turning off across a marshy hollow to the right, 
guide and ponies begin to clamber up the sides of a hill — 
one of the sandy Red Hills, the shoulder of which overlooks 
the lonely lake of which we are in quest The dog Schneider 
has vanished in frantic pursuit of some imaginary game — no, 
there she is, dwarfed to the size of a mouse, creeping along a 
seemingly inaccessible crag. Shouts are of no avail ; they only 
make the hills moan. But look ! what is that little group far 
above her? Deer, by Jove! — red deer, browsing, actually 
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browsing, in a hollow that seems as stony and innocent of all 
herbage as a doorstep, and looking in their unconcern about 
the size of sheep. The field-glass brings them aggravatingly 
close, and a noble group they are — harts as well as hinds. 
O Hamish, Hamish Shaw, what a place for a stalk ! A stiff 
walk round yonder shoulder, half a mile to leeward — a covered 
approach for a mile behind that ridge — then a creep along the 
dry bed of a torrent, steadily, oh how steadily, lest a rattle of 
small stones should spoil all — then a crawl on one's belly to 
the great boulder to leeward of them — and then, Hamish, a 
cool pulse, a steady aim, and the finest set of antlers there ! 
To look on, gunless, hopeless, is almost more than flesh and 
blood can endure. Natural scenery, Ossian, mysticism, are 
forgotten in a moment. Ah, but they had the best of it — 
those old heroes of the chase, those seekers of perilous adven- 
tures by flood and field ; and Fingal stalked his stag in that 
era like a genuine sportsman ! Come along, Hamish Shaw ; 
let us turn our faces away, lest we cry with longing. See, 
though, the dog is winding them — she sees — she charges them. 
They stand their ground coolly, only one big fellow begins to 
tickle the earth with his antlers. Schneider's pace grows 
slower and more reflective. She expected to scatter them like 
wind, and she is amazed at their stolidity. Obviously thinking 
discretion the better part of valour, she pauses, and gazes at 
them from a distance of twenty yards. They don't stir, but 
gaze at her with uplifted heads. At last, tired of the scrutiny, 
they turn slowly, very slowly, and walk, at* a snail's pace, up 
the ravine; while Schneider, obviously staggered at the dis- 
covery that at least one kind of animal is quite a match for 
her, and won't scud out of her fiery path like a snipe or a 
rabbit, descends the hill dreamily— quite prepared to accept 
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her thrashing in exchange for the half-hour's novel sport that 
she has had among the mountains. 

How steadily the ponies make their way up this pathway, 
which is sometimes slippery as glass, sometimes crumbling like 
a ruin ; they keep their feet, with only an occasional stumble, 
and do not appear the least bit exhausted by their efforts. 
Parts of the way are precipitous to a degree, parts are formed 
by the unstable bed of a shallow burn. At last the topmost 
ridge is gained, the riders dismount, and the guide, stripping 
the ponies of their saddles and bridles, turns them out to crop 
a noontide meal on the mossy ground. Lunch is thereupon 
spread out on a rock, and before casting one glance around 
them, myself and the other human machines begin to feed 
and drink, winding up the jaded body to the point of rational 
enjoyment and spiritual perception. 

The views from this hillside — the usual point sought by 
tourists from Sligachan — are inferior in beauty to many we 
have seen en route, but they are very grand. One glimpse, 
indeed, of the peaks of Scuir-na-Gillean, seen peeping jagged 
over an intervening chain of mountain, is beyond all parallel 
magnificent The view of Loch Corruisk,* for which the 
tourists come, is simply disappointing. Only one corner of 
the loch is visible, lying below at a distance of about two miles, 
and gives not the faintest idea of its grandeur. The usual 
plan adopted by good walkers is to descend to the side of 
Corruisk, leaving the guide to await their return on the summit 
of the ridge. 

But on the present occasion I have determined to pass the 
summer night here in the solitude, leaving the rest of the party 
to return alone — all save the faithful henchman Hamish, on 

* Anglice, the * Coir? of ftifc >NaX«: 
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whose back is strapped a waterproof sleeping-bag, a box of 
apparatus for cooking breakfast, etc. Schneider, too, will 
remain, constant as ever to her liege lord and master. So, 
after a parting caulker with the men, and a good-night's kiss 
from the lady, I whistle my dog and plunge down the hill at 
my favourite headlong rate, while Hamish, more heavily 
loaded, follows leisurely with the swinging gait, slow but 
steady, peculiar to mariners of all sorts on land. A very short 
run brings me to the shores of Lochan Dhu, a dark and deso- 
late tarn, situated high up on the hillside, and surrounded by 
wild stretches of marsh and rock and bog. Standing here for 
a moment, I wave a last farewell to the party on the peak, 
who stand far above me, darkly silhouetted against the sky. 



CHAPTER XL 

CORRUISK ; OR, THE CORRY OF THE WATER. 

Out of the gloomy breast of Lochan Dhu issues a brawling 
burn, which plunges from shelf to shelf downward, here 
narrowing to a rush-fringed rapid, there broadening out into 
miniature meres that glitter golden in the sunlight and are full 
of tiny trout, and in more than one place overflowing incon- 
tinently, and breaking up into rivulets and scattered pools, 
interspersed with huge boulders, moss-grown stones, and 
clumps of vari-coloured heather. With the burn for my guide, 
I sped, more than once missing my leaps from stone to stone, 
and cooling my heated legs in the limpid water, and, indeed, 
rather courting the bath than otherwise, so pleasantly the water 
prattled and sparkled. The afternoon was well advanced now, 
and still not a cloud came to destroy the golden gjorj o& <&&. 
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day. The sun had drunk all the dew off the heather, and the 
very bogs looked dry and brown. Below there was a glimpse 
of the Lone Water, glassy, calm, and black as ebony. A few 
steps downward, still downward, and the golden day was dim- 
ming into shadow. Coming suddenly on Loch Corruisk, I 
seemed in a moment surrounded with twilight I paused 
close to the corry, on a rocky knoll, with the hot sun in my 
eyes ; but before me the shadows lay moveless — not a glimmer 
of sunlight touched the solemn Mere — everywhere the place 
brooded in its own mystery, silent, beautiful, and dark. 

To speak in the first place by the card, Corruisk, or the 
Corry of the Water, is a wild gorge, oval in shape, about three 
miles long and a mile broad, in the centre of which a sheet of 
water stretches for about two miles, surrounded on every side 
by rocky precipices totally without vegetation and towering in 
one sheer plane of livid rock, until they mingle with the wildly 
picturesque and jagged outlines of the topmost peak of the 
Cuchullins. Directly on entering its sombre darkness, the 
student is inevitably reminded of the awful region of Malebolge : 

. ' Luogo e in Inferno detto Malebolge 
Tutto di pietra e di color ferrigno, 
Come la cerchia, che d'intorno '1 volge.' 

The Mere is black as jet, its waters only broken and bright- 
ened by four small grassy islands, on the edges of the largest of 
which that summer day the black-backed gulls were sitting, with 
the feathery gleam of their shadows faintly breaking the glassy 
blackness below them. These islands form the only bit of 
vegetable green in all the lonely prospect. Close to the shores 
of the loch, and at the foot of the crags, there are dark brown 
stretches of heath ; but the heights above them are leafless as 
the columns of a cathedral. 
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Coming abruptly on the shores of this loneliest of lakes, I 
had passed instantaneously from sunlight to twilight, from 
brightness to mystery, from the gladsome stir of the day to a 
silence unbroken by the movement of any created thing. Every 
feature of the scene was familiar to me — I had seen it in all 
weathers, under all aspects — yet my spirit was possessed as 
completely, as awe-stricken, as solemnized, as when I came 
thither out of the world's stir for the first time. The brooding 
desolation is there for ever. There was no sign to show that it 
had ever been broken by a human foot since my last visit I 
left it in twilight, and in twilight I found it. Since I had 
departed, scarce a sunbeam had broken the darkness of the 
dead Mere ; so close do the mountain pinnacles tower on all 
sides, that only when the sun is sheer above can the twilight be 
broken ; and when it is borne in mincTthat the Cuchullins are 
the chosen lairs of all the winds, that their hollows are the dark 
breeding-places of all the monsters of storm, that scarce a day 
passes over them without mist and tears, one ceases to wonder 
at the unbroken darkness. A great cathedral is solemn, solemner 
still is such an island as Haskeir when it sleeps silent amid the 
rainy grief of a dead still sea, but Corruisk is beyond all expres- 
sion solemnest of all. Perpetual twilight, perfect silence, terribly 
brooding desolation. Though there are a thousand voices on 
all sides — the voices of winds, of wild waters, of shifting crags 
— they die away here into a heart-beat See ! down the torn 
cheeks of all those precipices tear headlong torrents white in 
foam, and each is crying, though you cannot hear it Only one 
low murmur, deeper than silence, fills the dead air. The black 
water laps silently on the dark claystone shingle of the shore. 
The cloud passes silently, far away over the melancholy peaks. 
Streams innumerable come from all directions to pour them- 
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selves into the abyss; and enormous fragments of stone lie 
everywhere, as if freshly fallen from the precipices, while many 
of these gigantic boulders, as MacCulloch observes, are 'poised 
in such a manner on the very edges of the precipitous rocks on 
which they have fallen, as to render it difficult to imagine how 
they could have rested in such places, though the presence of 
snoiu at the time of their fall may perhaps explain this difficulty.' 
These, indeed, are the true blocs perch'es^ marking the course of 
the glacier which once invaded these wilds. 'The interval 
between the borders of the lake and the side of Garsven is 
strewed with them ; the whole, of whatever size, lying on the 
surface in a state of uniform freshness and integrity, unattended 
by a single plant or atom of soil, as if they had all but recently 
fallen in a single shower.' The mode in which they lie is no 
less remarkable. The bottom of the valley is covered with 
rocky eminences, of which the summits are not only bare, but 
often very narrow, while their declivities are always steep, and 
often perpendicular. Upon these rocks the fragments lie just 
as on the more level ground One, weighing about one hundred 
tons, has become a rocking stone ; another, of not less than 
fifty, stands on the narrow edge of a rock a hundred feet higher 
than that ground which must have first met it in the descent 

' Mighty rocks, 
Which have from unimaginable years 
Sustained themselves with terror and with toil 
Over a gulf, and with the agony 
With which they cling seem slowly coming down ; 
Even as a wretched soul hour after hour 
Clings to the mass of life ; yet, clinging, lean ; 
And, leaning, make more dark the dread abyss 
In which they fear to fall.'* 

* Shelley's ' Cenci.' 
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Strangely beautiful as is the scene, it is a ruin. The vast 
fragments are the remains of a magnificent temple rising into 
pinnacles and minarets of ice, glittering with all the colours of 
the prism. Here the silent-footed glacier slipped, and the snow 
shifted under the footsteps of the wind, and there perhaps, 
where the lonely lake lies, glittered a cold sheet of hyacinthine 
blue ; and no grey rain-cloud brooded on the temple's dome- 
only delicate spirits of the vapour, drinking soft radiance from 
the light of sun and star. Around this temple crawled the elk 
and bear, and swift-footed mountain deer. Summer after 
summer it abode in beauty, not stable like temples built by 
hands, but ever changing, full of the low murmur of its change, 
the melancholy sound of its own shifting walls and domes. 
Then more than once Fire swept out of the abyss, and clung 
like a snake about the temple, while Earthquake, like a chained 
monster, groaned below; wild elements came from all the winds 
to overthrow it; wall after wall fell, fragment after fragment 
was dashed down. The fairy fretwork of snow melted, the fair 
carvings of ice were obliterated, pinnacle and minaret dissolved 
in the sun, like the baseless fragment of a vision. Dark twilight 
settled on the ruin, and Melancholy marked it for her own. 
The walls of livid rock remain, grey from the volcano, and torn 
into rugged rents, casting perpetual darkness downward, where 
the water bubbling up from unseen abysses has spread itself 
into a mirror. All ruins are sad, but this is sad utterly. All 
ruins are beautiful, but this is beautiful beyond expression. The 
solemn Spirit of Death comes more or less to all ruins, when- 
ever the meditative mind conjures and wishes; but here it 
abides, at once overshadowing whosoever approaches by the 
still sense of doom. ' Thus saith the Lord God, Behold, O 
Mount Seir, I am against thee, and I will make thee rao^t 
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desolate. When the whole earth rejoiceth, I will make thee 
desolate.' The fiat has also been spoken here. The place has 
been solemnized to desolation. 

In deep unutterable awe does the human visitant explore 
with timid eye the mighty crags above him, the layers of 
volcanic stone, until he finds himself fascinated by the strange 
outlines of the peaks where they touch the sky, and detecting 
fancied resemblances to things that live. Yonder crouches, 
black and distinct against the light, a maned beast, like a lion, 
watching; its eyes invisible, but fixed doubtless on yours. 
Higher still is a dimmer outline, as of some huge bird, winged 
like the griffin. These two resemblances infect the whole scene 
instantaneously. There are shapes everywhere — in the peaks, in 
the gorges, by the torrents — living shapes, or phantoms, frozen 
still to listen, or to watch; and horrifying you with their 
deathly silence. Your heart leaps as if something were going to 
happen ; and you feel if the stillness were suddenly broken, and 
these shapes were to spring into motion, you would shriek and 
faint 

How dark and fathomless look the abysses yonder, at the 
head of the loch ! A wild scarf of mist is folding itself round 
the peaks (betokening surely that the clear still weather will not 
remain much longer unbroken), and faint grey light travels 
along the wildly indented wall beneath. It is not two miles to 
the base of the crags, yet the distance seems interminable ; and 
shadows, shifting and deepening, weary the eye with mysterious 
and dimly-reflected vistas. 

As one paces up the aisle of some vast temple, I walked 
thither, threading my way among gigantic boulders, which in 
some wild hour have been torn loose and dashed down from the 
heights. I felt dwarfed to the utter insignificance of a pigmy, 
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small as a mouse crawling on the pavement of the great 
cathedral at Cologne. 

A voice broke in upon my musings. 

* I've travelled far, and seen heaps o' places,' says Hamish 
Shaw, whom I had altogether forgotten ; * but I never saw the 
like of this. It's no* a canny place. Glen Sannox is wild, but 
this is awesome. Is it no' strange that the Lord should make a' 
place like this, for no use to man or beast ?' 

This was a question involving so many philosophical issues, 
that I did not like to make any decided answer. Instead of 
replying, I asked Hamish if he had never been in the locality 
before. 

' Ay, once, years ago, when I was but a lad. The herring 
were in Loch Scavaig, and the harbour out yonder was just a 
causeway o' fishing-boats, and there were fires on shore, and 
plenty of folk to make it look cheery-like. We were here a 
week, and we didna see a soul ashore, but one day an old 
piper coming in his Sabbath claise frae a wedding far o'er among 
the, hills, and he was that fu'* that he had burstit his pipes, 
and lost his bonnet ; and, with his grey hair blowing in his een, 
he looked like the DeiL We keepit him a night till he was 
sober ; and when he waken'd, he was that mad about his pipes, 
that he was for loupingt into the sea. I mind fine o' him 
vanishing up the hills yonder, as white as death ; and Lord 
kens if he ever reach'd hame, for it rained that night like to 
drown the world, and you couldna see the length o' your arm 
for reek.'! 

As he walked on in my track, Shaw still pursued his own 
reminiscences aloud 

' For a' that, there wasna a fisherman would hae willingly 

* Drunk. t Jumping. X M.Y&. 
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come this length alane — they were that fear'd o' the place, most 
of a' in the gloaming. It's more fearsome without a house, or 
folk, or sae much as a sheep feeding ; naething but stones and 
darkness. There were auld men among us that had strange 
tales, and liked to fright the lads, though they were just as 
frightit themsel's. There's a cave up there called the Cave of 
.the Ghost, and the taisch* o' a shepherd has been seen in it 
sitting cross-leggit, and branding a bluidy sheep. But the 
drollest thing e'er I heard o' Loch Corruisk was frae an auld pilot 
o' Dunvegan, whose folk had dwelt yonder on the far side o* 
Garsvea He minded fine, when he was a wean, his grand- 
father would gang awa' for days, and come back wi' his pouch 
full o' precious stanes the size o' seeds and the colour o' blood. 
He would tell nae man how or where he found them; and 
though they tried to watch him, he was o'er cunning. More 
than once he came back wi' gold. He sent the gold and stanes 
south, and was weel paid for them. It was whispered about 
that he had sold himseP to the Deil, at night, here by the 
loch ; and he didna deny it. He came back one day sick, 
and took to his bed wi' the influenza fever ; and he ravit till 
the priest came, and before he dee'd he cried till the priest that 
the gold and stanes had changed his heart wi' greed, and he 
was fear'd to face his God. One day he had wander'd himsel , ,t 
and night came on him, and he creepit into a cave to sleep ; 
and when the day came, he saw strange marks like writing all 
o'er the walls. When he keekit closer, he saw the stanes, and 
they were that loose he could free them wi' his gully, J and he 
filled his pouches, shaking a' the time wi' fear. But the 
strangest thing of a' was this — he wasna the first man that had 

* Spirit. f Lost his path. X Clasp-knife. 
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been there, for at the mouth o' the cave there was the coulter 
o' a plough, and twa old brogues rotten wi' dirt and rain.' 

' Did this description enable his relations to find the place ?' 
I asked, much interested. 

' They search'd and search'd,' answered Hamish, ' but they 
couldna found it, and they gave it up in despair. After that 
his folk didna thrive ; and the man that told me the tale was 
the only ane o' them left. I've heard tell that 'twas true the 
old man had sold himsel' to the Deil, and that the cave, and 
the strange writing, and a' that, were just magic to beguile his 
een ; but it's strange. I'm of the opinion that the cave might 
be found yet, for gold and stanes couldna come o' naething. 
If it hadna been for the auld man's greed, his folk might hae 
thriven. 1 

' Do you think you would have kept the secret if you had 
been in his place ?' 

' I'm no' sae sure,' answered Hamish, after a pause. ' Ye 
see, 'twas a sair temptation, for a man's ain folk are whiles the 
hardest against him aboot siller. It was the safest way, but a 
bad way for ither folk. He should hae put the marks o' the 
place in writing, for use after his death.' 

Hamish's story, with its quaint touches of realism, only made 
the lonely scene more lone, adding as it did a touch of human 
eerieness to the associations connected with it An appropriate y 
abode, surely, for one of those evil Spirits of whom we read in 
Teutonic romance, and who were prepared, in exchange for a 
little document signed with the party's blood, to load the lost 
mortal with gems and gold ! This was a fleeting impression, 
only lasting a moment Another glance at those dimly-lighted 
walls, that darkly-brooding water, those sublime peaks now be- 
ginning to disappear in the fast-gatVvetm^ \ft\\te n^wb. — *s*fc- 
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more look around the lonely cony — served to show that it is 
too silent, too ethereally thoughtful, to be haunted by such 
vulgar spirits as those that figure in popular superstition. The 
popular ghost would be as out of place there as inside a church. 
To break for a moment the dead monotony, I cast a stone into 
the water, and Schneider, barking furiously, plunged into the 
water. Hark ! a thousand voices barked an answer ! We 
shouted aloud, and the hills reverberated The cries of men 
and the barking of dogs faded far off like the ghostly voices of 
the Wild Huntsmen among the Harz Mountains. Echo cried 
to echo : 

' ' As multitudinous a harmony 
Of sounds as rang the heights of Latmos over, 
When, from the soft couch of her sleeping lover 
Upstarting, Cynthia skimmed the mountain dew 
In keen pursuit, and gave where'er she flew 
Impetuous motion to the stars above her !' 

Truly, there were spirits among the peaks, but not such spirits 
as Defoe chronicled, and the Poughkeepsie Seer summons ; 
nay, gentle ghosts, 'with eyes as fair as starbeams among 
twilight trees ;' phantoms of the delicate ether, not arrayed in 
vulgar horrors, but soft as the breath of Cytherea. 

* Mountain winds, and babbling springs, 
And mountain seas, that are the voice 
Of these inexplicable things !' 

The home of Mystery is far removed from that of Terror, and 
he who approaches it, as we did then, is held by the tenderest 
fibres of his soul, instead of being galvanized into gaping ab- 
jection. God's profoundest agents are as tender as they are 
powerful. Their breath, invisible as the wind, troubles the 
fount of divine tears which distils itself, drop by drop, in every 
human thing, however strong, however dark and cold. 
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We were now at the head of the loch. Sir Walter Scott, in 
the notes of his visit to Skye, describes the Cuchullins as rising 
* so perpendicularly from the water's edge, that Borrowdale, or 
even Glencoe, is a jest to them ;' but Sir Walter only surveyed 
the scene from the far end of the corry, where it opens on the 
sea.* So far from rising perpendicular from the water's edge, 

* Sir Walter's prose account of his visit to Corruisk is so interesting that 
we subjoin it in full : — " The ground on which we walked was the margin 
of a lake, which seemed to have sustained the constant ravage of torrents 
from these rude neighbours. The shores consisted of huge strata of naked 
granite, here and there intermixed with bogs, and heaps of gravel and sand 
piled in the empty watercourses. Vegetation there was little or none ; and 
the mountains rose so perpendicularly from the water-edge, that Borrow- 
dale, or even Glencoe, is a jest to them. We proceeded a mile and a 
half up this deep, dark, and solitary lake, which was about two miles long, 
half a mile broad, ancf is, as we learned, of extreme depth. The murky 
vapours which enveloped the mountain ridges obliged us by assuming 
a thousand varied shapes, changing their drapery into all sorts of forms, and 
sometimes clearing off altogether. It is true the mist made us pay the 
penalty by some heavy and downright showers, from the frequency of 
which a Highland boy, whom we brought from the farm, told us the lake 
was popularly called the Water-kettle. The proper name is Loch Corriskin, 
from the deep corrie, or hollow, in the mountains of Cuilin, which affords 
the basin for this wonderful sheet of water. It is as exquisite a savage 
scene as Loch Katrine is a scene of romantic beauty. After having pene- 
trated so far as distinctly to observe the termination of the lake under an 
immense precipice, which rises abruptly from the water, we returned, and 
often stopped to admire the ravages which storms must have made in the 
recesses, where all human witnesses were driven to places of more shelter 
and security. Stones, or rather large masses and fragments of rocks of a 
composite kind, perfectly different from the strata of the lake, were 
scattered upon the bare rocky beach, in the strangest and most precarious 
situations, as if abandoned by the torrents which had borne them down from 
above. Some lay loose and tottering upon the ledges of the natural rock, 
with so little security that the slightest push moved them, though their 
weight might exceed many tons. These detached rocks, or stones, were 
chiefly what are called plum-pudding stones. The bare rocks, which formed 
the shore of the lake, seemed quite pathless and inaccessible, as a huge 
mountain, one of the detached ridges of the OxvYua. YiiNte, sk&& vbl^xs&ssw^ 
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the mountains slope gradually upward from stony layer to layer, 
and at their base is a plain of grass as green as emerald, through 
which a small river, after draining the silent dews of the hills, 
wanders to Corruisk. Where we stood, surrounded by the 
colossal fragments of ruin, on the rough rock of the solid hill- 
side, the darkness deepened. Vapours were gathering above 
us, shutting out the hill-tops from our gaze. Out of every 
fissure and crevasse, from behind every fragment of stone, a 
white shape of mist stole, small or huge, and hovered like a 
living thing. The invisible sun was now declining to the west, 
and the air growing chilly after the great heat of the day. 

It was time now to seek a corner wherein we might pass the 
night with tolerable comfort. This was soon done. One huge 
stone stretched out its top like a roof, the rdck beneath was dry 
and snug, and close at hand a little stream bubbled by, crystal- 
line and cold. ' Spread out the rugs, Hamish Shaw, light the 
spirit-lamp, and make all snug.' It was as cosy as by the fore- 
castle fire. Cold beef and bread went down gloriously, with 
cold caulkers from the spring ; but we wound up, if you please, 
with a jorum of toddy as stiff as head could stand. Heat the 
water over the spirit-lamp, drop in the sugar, and you have a 

and perpendicular precipice down to the water. On the left-hand side, 
which we traversed, rose a higher and equally inaccessible mountain, the 
top of which strongly resembled the shivered crater of an exhausted volcano. 
I never saw a spot in which there was less appearance of vegetation of any 
kind. The eye rested on nothing but barren and naked crags, and the 
rocks on which we walked by the side of the loch were as bare as the pave- 
ments of Cheapside. There are one or two small islets in the loch, which 
seem to bear juniper, or some such low bushy shrub. Upon the whole, 
though I have seen many scenes of more extensive desolation, I never 
witnessed any in which it pressed me more deeply upon the eye and the 
heart than at Loch Corriskin ; at the same time that its grandeur elevated 
and redeemed it from the wild and dieary diaxtttet olxsXtex tanenness.' 
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beverage fit for the gods. You, Hamish, take yours neat, and 
you are wise. Now, having lit our pipes, and stretched our- 
selves out for a siesta, do we envy the ease of any wight in 
Christendom ? 

4 The night will be a good night,' said Hamish ; * but I'm 
thinking there'll be wind the morn,* and here, when it blows, it 
rains. When I was here wi' the Heatherbell^ at the time I was 
speaking o', I dinna mind o' a dry day — a day without showers. 
I ne'er saw the hills as clear as they were this forenoon. There's 
aye wind among the gullies yonder, and the squalls at Sligachan 
are naething to what ye hae here. I wouldna sail aboot Scavaig 
in a lugsail skiff — no' if I had the sheet in my - hand, and the 
sail nae bigger than a clout — in the finest day in summer. It 
strikes down on ye like the blows o' a hammer — right, left, 
ahint, before, straight down on your head, right up under your 
nose — coming from Lord kens where, though the sea be smooth 
as my cheek. I've seen the punt heeling o'er to the gunnel 
with neither mast nor sail I mind o' seeing a brig carry away 
her topmast, and tear her foresail like a rag, on a day when we 
would hae been carrying just a reef in the mainsail o' the Tern ; 
and I've seen the day when the fishing-boats running out o' the 
wee harbour there would be taking their sails on and off, as the 
puffs came, twenty times in as many minutes. Many's the life's 
been lost off Skye, wi' the damn'd wind frae these hills. They're 
for nae good to the beasts — the very deer are starved in them 
— and they catch every mist frae the Western Ocean, and soock 
the wind out o' its belly, and shoot it out again on Scavaig like 
a cannon-ball. Is it no' strange there should be such places, 
for nae use to man ?' 

* They are very beautiful to look at, Shaw,' observed I, ' you 

* i.e. f To-monow moimtv^. 
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cannot deny that ; and beautiful things have a use of their own, 
you know. Look up there, where the mists are dividing and 
burning red round the edges of that peak, and tell me if you 
ever saw anything more splendid.' 

* I'll no* deny/ says Shaw, glancing up with little enthusiasm, 
' I'll no deny that it looks awesome ; and it's hard for a common 
man like me to tell the taste o' learn'd men and gentry. They 
gang snooving aboot, and see bonnieness where the folk o' the 
place see naething but ugliness. But put it to yourseF. Just 
supposing you had a twin brother, and your father had left 
your brother a green farm o' five hundred acres, and gien this 
place for a birthright to yoursel', what would ye hae said then ? 
There's no' an acre o' green grass, nor a tree where a bird 
might build, nor a handfu' o' earth to plow or harrow ! Ye're 
smiling, but ye wouldna smile if you depended on this place 
for your drop o' milk and bit o' porridge. This may be awe- 
some ; but green long grass, and trees, and the kye crying, and 
the birds singing, and the smell o' the farmyard wherever you 
keek, that's the kind o' place for a man to spend his days in.' 

And here let us remark that the grim, sunburnt, hirsute 
Celt — our philosophic Hamish, as independent as Socrates of 
schools and dogmas — was right enough, with all his bigotry. 
Corruisk is well at times, but it lacks the greenness of the true 
living world — and the intellectual mood it awakens is a purely 
cultivated mood, impossible to man in his natural state. The 
English gentleman, arriving from Kent or Sussex, blast with 
English flats, surfeited of harvests, comes to such a scene as 
this to be galvanized ; and the wild, weird prospect, the utter 
silence and desolation, speak to him with intensest spiritual 
power, because they are so unlike the monotonous paths he 
treads daily. The Celt, on the otVvei haivd^ vrtvo is from boy- 



CORRUISK; OR, THE CORRY OF THE WATER. 299 

hood familiar with the waste wilderness, tenanted only by the 
deer and the eagle, and with the enormous sheep-farm stretch- 
ing from hill to hill, comes upon a green spot, where leaves 
sprout and birds sing, and flowers bud at the tree-roots, and at 
once realizes his dreams of earthly loveliness. Unlike the fair- 
weather tourist who surveys the terrors of Nature for one 
inspired moment, the Highlander knows the meaning of 
storm, cold, poverty, and hunger ; and when he pictures an 
Inferno it is not one of insufferable flame, but rather Dante's 
last circle — a frozen realm.* What wonder, then, that such a 
man should find all the dreamy poetry of his nature awakened 
by the happy homestead bosomed in greenness, the waving 
fields of harvest hard by, the pleasant country road, with 
plump farm-women driving their pony-carts to market, the 
stream that waters the meadow-land and turns the mill — all 
the sights and sounds that indicate warmth, prosperity, and 
rural joy ? The basis of all heavens is physical comfort, and 
the Celt's dream of heaven is a dream of the light and sunshine 
he seldom sees. 'The valleys, 1 says an old Gaelic chant, 
' were open and free to the ocean ; trees loaded with leaves, 
which scarce moved to the light breeze, were scattered on the 
green slopes and rising grounds. The rude winds walked not 
on the mountain ; no storm took its course through the sky. 
All was calm and bright ; the pure sun of the autumn shone 
from its blue sky on the fields." I have wandered among the 
islands with all sorts of islanders, and ever found them moved 
most, like Hamish Shaw, by the tender oases of cultivated 
ground which are found here and there in the empty waste. 

Let it not be imagined, however, that the wild scenery of 
the hills wherein they dwell, the fierce contentions of wind 
* The Celtic Ifurin^ or the Isle oC the OA& CXvKva. 
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and rain and snow, exercise no fascination ; they work subtly, 
secretly, weaving their solemn tints into the very tissue of life 
itself, solemnizing thought imperceptibly, troubling the spirit 
with mysterious emotion. More than most men, the Celt 
distinguishes between loving and liking. He likes the green 
pasture ; but he loves the bare mountain. He likes warmth, 
comfort, and prosperity; but he loves loneliness, dreaminess, 
and home. So familiar is he with the mountain peak and the 
driving mist, so constant is their influence upon him, that he 
scarcely perceives them ; yet transport him to flat lowlands, or 
into cities, and he pines for the desolate lake and the silent 
hillside. His love for them is unutterable, is the vital part of 
his existence. When he dreams, he sees the fata morgana^ a 
cloud of delicious verdure suspended in the air ; but it soon 
fades. He, like all men, yearns to the unknown and the un- 
familiar ; but such yearnings are not love. 

So far as Hamish himself is concerned, what most moves 
him is the Sea. It is his true home, and he loves it in all its 
moods. Days and nights, months and years, it has rocked 
him on its bosom. He does not watch it with an artist's eye ; 
but no artist could linger over its looks more lovingly. It is 
no mere monster, repelling him like the sombre Cuchullins. 
No; the mighty sea means health and life — the wondrous 
shoals of herring peopling the waters like locusts, the cod and 
ling hovering like shadows on the silent deep sea-bank — the 
lobster in the tangled weed — all strange gifts from God, full of 
' use to man.' He has a finer eye for the beauty of a boat 
than any artist that ever drew. He knows the clouds as 
shepherds know their sheep. The voices of seabirds are a 
speech to him. As he looks on the wondrous watery fields 
he sees in them both a harvest atvd a %rave. The shadow of 
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mystery and death dwells everywhere on the perilous prospect 
And if, with such dreamy imaginations, he unconsciously 
blends the same quiet utilitarian feeling which the farmer has 
for his fields, and the huntsman for the prairie, why, perhaps 
it has only strengthened the emotions of joy he feels whenever 
he finds himself ' at home ' on the great waters. 

After all, the solemn eerieness of the Corry must have been 
appealing more or less subtly to Hamish's spirit, for ere long 
his chat drifted into the old channel of superstition ; and as 
the rosy light of the sun grew dimmer on the peaks, and the 
hollow void blackened below, he now and then cast around 
him glances of troubled meaning. He talked again, as he has 
often talked before, of the Banshee, and the Taisch or second 
sight, and of witches and fays; not committing himself to 
belief in their existence, but assuredly not quite unbelieving. 
While Hamish soliloquized, I watched the dying sunlight, and 
dreamed — until the sound of my comrade's voice died away 
into an inarticulate murmur. It was such a scene as no tongue 
can describe, no pencil paint — the hills in their silentest hour, 
hushed like lambs around the feet of God. Not of wraiths, 
or corpse-lights, or any petty spirits that fret the common 
course of man, did I think now ; no dark vapours of the brain 
interposed to perplex me ; but my soul turned, trembling like 
a star with its own lustrous yearning, to the Eternal Silences 
where broods the Almighty Father of the beautiful and won- 
drous world. In that moment, in that mood, without perfect 
religious confidence, yet with some faint feeling of awful com- 
munication with the unseen Intelligence, did I find my prayer 
shaping itself into sound and form — faint, perhaps, as imaging 
what I felt, yet in some measure consecrated for other ears by 
the holy spirit of the scene. 
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i. 

Desolate ! How the peaks of ashen grey, 

The smoky mists that drift from hill to hill, 
The waters dark, anticipate this day 

Death's sullen desolation. O, how still 

The shadows come and vanish, with no will ! 
How still the melancholy waters lie, 
How still the vapours of the under sky, 

Mirror'd below, drift onward, and fulfil 
The mandate as they mingle ! Not a sound, 

Save that deep murmur of a torrent near, 
Breaketh the silence. Hush ! the dark profound 

Groans, as some grey crag loosens and falls sheer 
To the abyss. Wildly I look around. 

O Spirit of the Human, art Thou here ? 

II. 

O Thou art beautiful ! and Thou dost bestow 
Thy beauty on this stillness. — Still as sheep 
The hills lie under Thee ; the waters deep 

Murmur for joy of Thee ; the voids below 

Mirror Thy strange fair vapours as they flow ; 
And now, afar upon the ashen height, 
Thou sendest down a radiant look of light, 

So that the still peaks glisten, and a glow 

Rose-coloured tints the little snowy cloud 
That poises on the highest peak of all. 

O, Thou art beautiful ! — the hills are bowed 
Beneath Thee ; on Thy name the soft winds call— 

The monstrous ocean trumpets it aloud, 
The rain and snows intone it as they fall. 

ill. 

Here by the sunless lake there is no air ; 

Yet with how ceaseless motion, with how strange 

Flowing and fading, do the high mists range 
The gloomy gorges of the mountains bare. 
Some weary breathing never ceases there — 

The ashen peaks can feel it hour by hour ; 

The purple depths are darkened by its power ; 
A soundless breath, a trouble all things share 
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That feel it come and go. See ! onward swim 
The ghostly mists, from silent land to land, 

From gulf to gulf; now the whole air grows dim — 
Like living men, darkling a space, they stand. 

But lo ! a sunbeam, like a cherubim, 
Scatters them onward like a flaming brand. 

IV. 

I think this is the very stillest place 

On all God's earth, and yet no rest is here. 
The vapours mirror' d in the black loch's face 

Drift on like frantic shapes and disappear ; 

A never-ceasing murmur in mine ear 
Tells me of waters wild that flow and flow. 

There is no rest at all afar or near, 
Only a sense of things that moan and go. 
And lo ! the still small life these limbs contain 

I feel flows on like those, restless and proud ; 
Before that breathing nought within my brain 

Pauses, but all drifts on like mist and cloud ; 
Only the bald peaks and the stones remain, 

Frozen before Thee, desolate and bowed. 

v. 

And whither, O ye vapours, do ye wend ? 

Stirred by that weary breathing, whither away ? 

And whither, O ye dreams, that night and day 
Drift o'er the troublous life, tremble, and blend 
To broken lineaments of that far Friend, 

Whose strange breath's come and go ye feel so deep ? 

O soul that hast no rest and seekest sleep, 
Whither ? and will thy wanderings ever end ? 
All things that be are full of a quick pain ; 

Onward we fleet, swift as the running rill ; 
The vapours drift, the mists within the brain 

Float on obscuringly,. and have no will ; 
Only the bare peaks and the stones remain ; 

These only — and a God, sublime and still.* 



* These sonnets have already appeared as a portion of ' The Book of 
Orm : a Prelude to the Epic* 
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The light died off the peaks, the vapours darkened, and the 
cold chill of the night crept into the air. Then suddenly, with- 
out a ray of warning, the moon swept up out of the east — huge 
as a shield, yellow as a water-lily, more luminous than any gold. 
It wanted but the moon to complete the spell. The dim light 
scarcely penetrated into the Corry, save where a deep streak of 
silver shadow broke the blackness of the lake. The walls of 
the hollow grew pitch dark, though the peaks were faintly lit 
The vapours gathered in the hollow interstices of gloom. Now, 
where all had been stillness, mysterious noises grew — wild 
voices, whispers, murmurs, infinite ululations. 

' Vero e, che' n su la proda mi trovai 
Delia valle d'abisso dolorosa, 
Che tuono accoglie d'infiniti guai !' 

The moan of torrents was audible, the murmur of wind. 5 

It is not our purpose to chronicle in detail the experiences of 
the night. Suffice it to say that for many a long hour we paced 
about the ghostly scene, and then, worn out and wearied, slipt 
ourselves into our coverings, and slept as snugly as worms in 
their cocoons under the overhanging eaves of the mighty rock. 
By this time the yellow moon, after burning her way through 
the gathering vapours and reddening to crimson fire at the 
edges, had disappeared altogether, taking with her all the stars ; 
but the summer night still preserved a dim dreamy light in the 
very heart of shadows. How long I first slept I know not, but 
I awakened with a wild start, and found all the vials of heaven 
opening and pouring down on my devoted head. The dark- 
ness was full of a dull roar — the splashing of the heavy drops 
on solid stone, the moan of wind, the cry of torrents. ' As 
a hundred hills on Morven ; as the streams of a hundred hills; 
as clouds fly successive over heaven ; or as the dark ocean 
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assaults the shore of the desert ; so roaring, so vast, so terrible, 
the armies mixed on Lena's echoing heath.' * The Cuchullins 
were busy again at their old pastime of storm-brewing. It 
became expedient to draw closer under the shelter of the 
boulder out of the reach of the buckets of water dripping over 
the eaves. This done, I listened drowsily for a time to the wild 
sounds around me, and then, soothed by their monotony, slept 
again. Happy is the man who can sleep anywhere, on ship- 
board, in the saddle, up a tree, on the top of Ben Nevis, and 
under all circumstances in all weathers. Something of this 
virtue had been imparted to me by my wild life afloat ; and I 
still carried the drowsy spell of the sea with me, mesmerizing 
body and mind to slumber anywhere at a moment's notice. 

When I opened my eyes again, and with bodily sensations 
akin to those of a parboiled lobster gazed around me, it was 
daylight — a dim, doubtful, rainy light, but still the light of day. 
The Corry was one mass of grey vapour, hiding everything to 
the utmost peaks, and a thin ' smurr ' of rain filled all the 
doubtful air above the loch. Hamish Shaw, wreathed up in 

* Or, as translated more literally by the Rev. Mr. Macpherson of 
Inverary : — 

' As a hundred winds in the oak of Morven ; 
As a hundred streams from the steep-sided mountain ; 
As clouds gathering thick and black ; 
As the great ocean pouring on the shore, 
So broad, roaring, dark and fierce, 
Met the braves afire, on Lena. 

The shout of the hosts on the bones of the mountains 
"Was a torrent in a night of storm 
When bursts the clouds on gloomy Cona, 
And a thousand ghosts are shrieking loud 
On the viewless crooked wind of the cairns.' 

Ossian's VoEMS—Finga/, book iii. 

TO 
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the shape of the letter S, was breathing stertorously, and to 
awaken him I tickled his nose with a spike of heather ; whereat 
he opened his eyes, smiled grimly, and at once, without a 
moment's hesitation, with all the quickness of instinct, de- 
livered his criticism on the weather. ' There'll be rain the day, 
and a breeze; the wind's awa' into the south-west' Then, 
without more preamble, he jumped up, rubbed his hands 
through his matted hair, and surveyed the scene about him. 

' The sun had opened golden yellow 

From his case, 
Though still the sky wore dark and drumly 

A scarr'd and frowning face ; 
Then troubled, tawny, dense, dun-bellied, 

Scowling and sea-blue ; 
Every dye that's in the tartan 

O'er it grew. 
Far away to the wild westward 

Grim it lowered, 
Where rain-charg'd clouds on thick squalls wandering 

Loomed and towered.'* 

With a grim shake of the head, Hamish got out spirit-lamp, 
kitchener, etc, and proceeded to make breakfast. Meantime, 
I threaded my way to the water's edge, and divesting myself of 
my hot uncomfortable clothing, plunged in for a swim. A 
dozen strokes were enough ; for the black deeps filled one with 
an eerie shudder, and the vapours hung cold and dreadful over- 
head. Dripping like a naiad, I got into my clothes, and rushed 
about wildly to restore the circulatioa A quarter of an hour 
afterwards, I breakfasted royally on bread and cold meat, with 
a tumbler of spirits and water — in all of which I was gladly 
joined by the faithful Hamish. Breakfast over, we made our 

* The ' Birlinn. ' By Alastair Mac Mhaigstair Alastair. 
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devious way down the Cony, pausing ever and anon to con- 
template the stormy scene behind us. 

A high wind in sharp squalls was blowing mist and cloud 
from the sea : steadily and swiftly the vapour drifted along, with 
interstices dimly luminous, from the south-west; but directly 
they reached the unseen heights, they seemed to • pause alto- 
gether, and add to the motionless darkness. Below that dark- 
ness a grey reflected light — not light, but rather darkness 
visible — moved along the precipices of stone, save where 
mists steamed from the abyss, or the silver threads of cataracts 

flashed — 

( Motionless as ice, 
Frozen by distance.' 

Wild unearthly noises, strange as the shriek of the water-kelpie, 
issued from the abysses. The black lake was broken into small 
sharp waves crested with foam of dazzling whiteness, contrasted 
with which the black furrows between seemed blacker and 
blacker; and over the waves here and there the gulls were 
screaming. The mighty rocks through which we wended diffused 
into the air a cold white steam, while smitten by the silver- 
glistening rain their furrowed cheeks dript wildly ; at the base 
of each glimmered a pool ; and everywhere around them the 
swollen runlets leapt noisily to mingle with the mere. The 
Corry, indeed, was silent no more ; but the only sound within 
it was the murmur of its own weeping. 

As we walked onward, looming grey in the mist, we suddenly 
became conscious of a figure standing at some little distance 
from us — the wild figure of a man clad in pilot trousers and a 
yellow oilskin coat, bare-headed, his matted locks hanging over 
his shoulders, his beard dripping with rain, his eyes with a look 
of frenzy glaring at us as we approached. Our first impulse was 

10 — 7. 
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one of fear — there was something unearthly in this apparition ; 
but we advanced rapidly, anxious to examine it more closely. 
To our astonishment, the man, instead of inviting scrutiny, as- 
sumed a look of intense terror, and without a word of warning 
took to his heels. Anxious to reassure him, we followed as 
rapidly as possible, Hamish shouting loudly in Gaelic ; but the 
sound of footsteps behind him, and Hamish's voice, which the 
wind turned to a dismal moan, only made the man fly faster, 
never once casting a look backward, but scrambling along the 
perilous slopes as if all the fiends were at his heels, until the 
rainy mist blotted him altogether from our view. Hamish and 
I looked at each other and laughed ; it was rather a comical 
situation — man-chasing in the gorges of Corruisk. 

* Who do you think he is ?' said I ; ' a man like ourselves, or 
a ghost ?' 

* Flesh and blood, sure enough,' replied Hamish, with a sly 
twinkle in his eye. ' I'm thinking there will be a boat o' some 
sort down in the harbour yonder, and this is one of the crew. 
Eh, but he seemed awful scared ; nae doubt he thought us 
something uncanny, coming on him sae sudden in a place like 
this.' 

Wet and dripping we reach the lower end of the loch ; and 
after one glance backward at the Corry, which seems buried in 
the deepest gloom of night, follow the course of the river, which 
runs foaming over a sheet of smooth rock into Loch Scavaig, 
that wonderful arm of the sea. The rocks here have the 
smoothed and swelling forms known as roches moutonn'ees ; and, 
as Professor Forbes observes, ' it would be quite impossible to 
find in the Alps or elsewhere these phenomena (excepting only 
the high polish, which the rocks here do not admit of) in greater 
perfection than in the valley of Corruisk.' The distance from 
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the fresh-water loch to the salt water is little more than two 
hundred yards ; and where the river joins the latter there is a 
dead calm basin, enclosed seawards by promontories and islands, 
and perpetually sheltered from all the winds that blow. There 
is no snugger anchorage in the world than this. Shut in on 
every side by precipices that tower far above the mast, with no 
view but the bare loch landward or seaward, it is like a small 
mere, deep and green, in the hollow of the mountains. In the 
rocks at either side there are rings, to which any vessel at anchor 
in the basin may attach itself; for, though the place is sheltered 
from the full force of the wind, the squalls are terrifically sharp, 
and a warp is necessary, as there is no room to * swing.' 

And here, standing on the rock at the water's edge, we saw a 
small group of men, five in number, chief of whom was the 
fugitive from Corruisk. The latter, with excited gestures and 
flaming eyes, pointed to us as we approached, and all eyed us in 
grim and ominous silence. Fastened to the rock on which they 
stood was a skiff, one of those huge, shapeless fishing skiffs in 
which Highlanders delight, black and slimy with seaweed, with 
red nets heaped in the bottom, and a dog-fish — seemingly the 
only produce of a night's fishing — still gasping with his liver cut 
out in the bow. No sooner did Shaw get within earshot than 
he attacked the strangers with a sharp fire in Gaelic After 
listening staggered for a moment, they opened on him like a 
pack of hounds in full cry ; and it was soon apparent that the 
man we had met by the loch had taken us for a couple of ghosts 
prowling about in the dim, mysterious light of the early morning. 
The men were fishers from Loch Slapin, whither they were on 
the point of returning ; and we proposed that they should row 
us round by the sea to Camasunary, nine miles' walk through 
the great glen from Sligachan Inn. kbax^i^\i€\\\%^sxss^ % ^^ 
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were soon dancing on the wild waters of Loch Scavaig, and 
taking our farewell view of the Cuchullins. 

Landing at Camasunary, we plodded weary homeward, so full 
of wonders, so awed and abstracted with all we had seen, that 
we scarcely looked at the wild gorges through which we passed. 
The brain was quite full, and could receive no more. Tired to 
death, we at last reached the Tern, after a walk that seemed 
interminable. For many days after that it was impossible to 
recollect in detail any picture we had seen. All was confusion 
— darkness, rain, mist. When the vision cleared, and the per- 
fect memory of Corruisk arose in the mind, it seemed only a 
vivid dream, strange and beautiful beyond all pictures seen with 
the waking eyes, a reminiscence from some forgotten life, a 
vision to be blent for ever with the most secret apprehensions 
of the soul — sleep, death, oblivion, eternity, and the grave. 



CHAPTER XII. 

epilogue: the ' tern's ' last flight. 

It was now growing late in the year, and we were yearning to 
return again to the moors of Lome. Quitting Loch Sligachan, 
we ran through the Sound of Scalpa, past Broadford Bay and 
Pabbay Island, through the narrow passage of Kyle Akin, and 
so on through Kyle Rhea to Isle Ornsay, where we anchored. 
Page after page might be filled with the exquisite pictures seen 
on the way through these island channels. At Isle Ornsay we 
were detained for nearly a fortnight by a fearful gale of wind, 
* and occupied the time in fishing for ' cuddies ' over the vessel's 
side, rowing about in the punt, and Tsa&vt^ B^ornson's great 
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Viking-drama in the tiny cabin. Beguiled by a treacherous 
peep of fine weather, we slipt out into the Sound of Sleat, in- 
tending to sail round Ardnamurchan ; but the heavy sea soon 
compelled us to take shelter in Loch Nevis. After spending 
a black day at the last-named anchorage, we set sail again, and 
encountered a nasty wind from the south-west. The little Tern 
got as severe a buffeting on that occasion as a craft of the sort 
could well weather; and only by the skilful seamanship of 
Hamish Shaw did we manage to reach our old anchorage in 
Rum before the gale burst in all its fury. The weather was 
now thoroughly broken. We were detained several days in 
Loch Scresort, fearing to face the great seas of the Atlantic in 
passing round the Rhu. A good day came at last We had 
as pleasant a sail through the open sea as could well be desired. 
On the night of the following day the Tern was at her moorings 
in Oban Bay, and we enjoyed, for the first time after many 
months, the luxury of a snug bed ashore, in the White House 
on the Hill. 

Never had the seasons been more delightfully spent. We 
had enjoyed adventure to the full, we had drunk into our veins 
the fresh sense of renewed physical life, and we had enriched 
the soul with a set of picturesque memories of inestimabl 
brightness and beauty. Possibly no such novel experience 
could have been gained by rambling half round the civilized 
world in search of the beautiful. ' How little do men know/ 
we repeated, ' of the wonders lying at their own thresholds !' 
Within two or three days' journey of the Great City lie these 
Hebrides, comparatively unknown, yet abounding in shapes of 
beauty and forms of life as fresh and new as those met with in 
the remotest islands of the Pacific. To the patient reader of 
our travels afloat and ashore we have orvl owa, *.&i\££.\s> ^^ 
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in conclusion : * Go and do likewise ; and, until you have ex- 
plored the Isles of the North in such a vessel as carried us so 
bravely and for so long, do not think that you have exhausted 
travel, or that Providence, even in the narrow limits of- these 
British Islands of which you know so little, cannot supply your 
jaded humanity with a new sensation !' 



APPENDIX. 

ORIGINAL DEDICATION TO PRINCESS LOUISE.* 

At a time when the air is full of rejoicings and congratulations, 
when gift after gift is brought to the palace by great and small, 
when England is preparing for one of her best beloved daughters a 
Golden Slipper instead of the conventional Old Shoe, may one who 
never touched the robe of royalty before, and who prefers the free 
air of the moor and hillside to all the splendours of courts and 
brilliant cities, may I, a semi-barbarian, offer to Your Royal High- 
ness my little wedding present — *a poor thing, but mine own' — a 
bit of artistic work, wrought slowly and patiently, summer and 
winter, indoors and out of doors, amid the wildly beautiful land- 
scape which lies on the very threshold of your future Home ? Turn- 
ing over its leaves, you will find dimly foreshadowed there, as in a 
set of painted pictures, scenes and faces with which you will doubt- 
less soon be familiar — glimpses of a beauty which will speedily 
expand around you in its full natural glory and incommunicable 
mystery — forms of life which will pass before you in all their quaint 
tenderness, till you learn to esteem them, and to hold human nature 
dearer for their sake. True, there is much in these pages which a 
Princess may find wearisome ; for I cannot expect Your Royal 
Highness to be interested in our mere personal adventures by flood 
and field, our sporting raids and wanderings. I have worked in 
my own fashion, following the moods of my own mind ; .and it is 
my fond hope that the affection I bear for what I paint may com- 
municate itself to Your Royal Highness, as well as to the public at 

* I reprint here, chiefly for the sake of its remarks on the social condition 
of the Scottish Highlands, my dedication of the original edition of ' Tb«. 
Land of Lome.' 
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large. If I might choose a motto of my own for the gift, it would 
be this — ' How little do mortals know of the wonders lying at their 
own thresholds !' — so true is it that travellers and tourists, all "sorts 
of Englishmen, are better acquainted with Teneriffe or Patagonia 
than they are with our own Hebrides. This year, at any rate, 
Lome and the Isles will be popular, much frequented, and fashion- 
able ; and even that is something, though not much. I myself had 
visited them again and again as a mere tourist, long before I dwelt 
in their midst, and learnt to know and love them. That Your 
Royal Highness will love them too, and quite as passionately, I do 
not doubt ; for if you stay among them, and see them in the quiet 
daily light of their own loveliness, as I have seen them, love is 
inevitable. The wondrous landscape is there : the consecration 
and the gleam will come. 

Day after day, as you sit in your Highland home, the Sea will be 
near you, with a voice like the Voice of God, saying audibly, 

' The One remains, the Many change and pass.' 

Even in the short and sunny experience of Your Royal Highness, 
crowns have fallen, dynasties have perished, the mighty have been 
hurled to the earth, the lowly exalted to heaven ; and day after day 
you have been taught to believe that there is only One True King, 
before whom all human princes are as the mere creatures of a 
dream. There are some souls whom all such admonition cannot 
move, and who can sit by the Ocean unconscious of its great 
voices. There are some souls who would willingly persuade Your 
Royal Highness that life is a brilliant picture, and that to be 
aesthetic is to fulfil all human obligations. There are some souls 
who, when I speak to you of human beings hungering at your feet, 
and of waste wildernesses consecrated to the beasts, will tell Your 
Royal Highness that I am talking * sentiment.' But let me conjure 
you, in your dawn of life, to rise superior to the tone of English 
aristocracy, and dare to be emotional, now and always. Some 
years ago a leading English peer, a man of great ability and 
generosity, said to me, * Do you think the English public care for 
sentiment ?' and I knew that, like others of his class, he was distin- 
guishing between sentiment and passion. May I say to Your 
Royal Highness, as I said to that peer, that the English public, so 
far from neglecting sentiment, were only just beginning to recognise 
its practical uses ; that they already desiderated it as a necessary 
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ingredient in all their leading politicians ; that Mr. Gladstone was 
full of it, and used it as an agent, precisely as a man of science uses 
his imagination ; that sentiment created the Irish Church Bill, and 
Mr. Forster's Education Bill ; that, in a word, sentiment, though 
called by a thousand other names— sentiment, the emotional per- 
ception of the rights of others, the tender recognition of the divine 
law of human relationship — is fast being recognised as a moral 
obligation, and the time is not far distant when ethics will be openly 
acknowledged as a distinct branch of political economy? But 
sentiment is not enough. The man of science imagines ; but veri- 
fication must follow. The man of sentiment feels ; but he also 
must verify. Many wrongs are imaginary, and many sufferings ; 
but because we are deceived, because there are false sores in the 
world, and treacherous grievances, and lying miseries, let us never 
be foolish enough to condemn sentiment on that account. As well 
might a man of science cease to imagine, because in six cases out 
of twelve he failed to verify. May Your Royal Highness never for- 
get for a moment, whatever disappointments may come to you, 
whatever reason you seem to have for distrusting human nature, 
that the heart, not the intellect, is the lord of life, and that the 
sufferings of humanity are a great fact. 

Having said so much, need I fear to say that this book is full of 
sentiment ? It is not my place — I am not qualified — to enter into 
an elaborate examination of the state of the Highland population. 
While I believe this people to be sorely wronged, I admit that it 
would be difficult to save them from their inevitable fate. It is the 
old story — absenteeism, overseerism, all the other ' isms,' all the 
other evils which the interested classes cloak in vain, and which 
venal or purblind writers vainly deny. What good of raising my 
weak voice against the iniquity and torpor of generations — of cry- 
ing the truth aloud, and being howled down by every soul that 
power can intimidate or money can buy ? But I will say to Your 
Royal Highness, because you are humane, that things take place 
daily in these islands pitiful as the state of things in Kentucky, ere 
yet the black curse of slavery was taken from that great land of the 
future across the Atlantic— that there exists here, if not the name 
and law of slavery, at least slavery itself— that the home is laid 
waste here, the poor family driven to all the corners of the earth, 
the children starved, the ignorant man cheated out of the very 
crust he is raising to his lips. TYies^ ^wy^te *x^ <a&akN»a^ «k»^ 
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unenterprising ; so they may be, for they know too well that, with 
their system of land tenure, no amount of exertion would much 
ameliorate their condition— that, let them improve their little scrap 
of land as they may, they are liable to be ejected at any moment to 
serve the interest or caprice of their landlord or his agents — that 50 
per cent, has been sometimes realized on kelp paid by them as equi- 
valent for rent — that, in short, they are entirely at the mercy of the 
great owners of the soil. I do not say that this is a complete state- 
ment of the difficulty, and that the great landlords could heal the 
old sore, even if they pleased ; but I assert that not half is done 
that might be done, and that famine, disease, and death are the 
daily consequence. 

A short sketch of the state of the Hebrides, founded solely on the 
official reports, may be acceptable to Your Royal Highness. The 
inhabitants are chiefly persons who hold land directly from the 
proprietor, and they may be divided into three classes : (1) 

* Crofters/ constituting the great majority of the population, and 
holding land without lease, at rents not exceeding ^20 ^ year; 

(2) * Tacksmen/ holding land under tacks or leases, at\ rents 
generally exceeding ^50, and sometimes several hundreds a >*ar ; 

(3) 'Tenants/ a class intermediate between the 'crofters' and 

* tacksmen/ holding land without leases at rents of from £?o to j^'p 
a year. There is, besides these classes who hold land directly o* 
the owner, a fourth class, called 'cottars/ numerous in some 
parishes and districts, who either hold no land or hold it from year 
to year as sub-tenants. These, with the ' crofters/ are the great 
mass of people. The number of persons not in some way connected 
with the cultivation of land is small, consisting of proprietors, 
clergy, professional men, innkeepers, shopkeepers, and tradesmen. 
There are no manufactures, except a little knitting, nor have any 
ever been, except that of kelp, which for some years has been 
almost entirely abandoned. The cottar, unless he be a tradesman, 
which is seldom the case, is wholly dependent on the wages of 
labour or the profits of fishing. 

Until after the middle of the last century the land appears to have 
been occupied exclusively by tacksmen, generally the kinsmen or 
dependents of the proprietor, with sub-tenants holding of the tacks- 
man, and joint tenants holding farms in common, each with a 
defined share. About that date, many of the farms held by tacks- 
men seem to have been taken directly from the proprietor by joint 
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tenants, who grazed their stock upon the pasture in common, and 
tilled the arable land in 'runrig,' that is, in alternate * rigs' or 
ridges, distributed annually. Since the commencement of this 
century the arable land has, in some cases, been divided among 
the joint tenants or crofters, in separate portions, the pasture 
remaining as formerly in common. The first effect of this division 
into separate crofts was a great increase of produce, so that districts 
which had formerly imported food now became self-supporting. 
But evils followed which had not been foreseen. So long as the 
farms were held in joint tenancy, there was a barrier to their 
farther subdivision which could rarely be overcome. But when 
each joint tenant received his own separate croft, this restraint 
for the most part ceased. The crofters, who had lived in hamlets 
or clusters of cottages, now generally established themselves on 
their crofts. * Their houses,' says Sir John M'Neill, who specially 
surveyed the Northern districts for Government in 1850, 'erected 
by themselves, are of stone and earth, or clay. The only materials 
they purchase are the doors, and in most cases the rafters of the 
roof, on which are laid thin turf covered with thatch. The crofter's 
furniture consists of some rude bedsteads, a table, some stools, 
chests, and a few cooking utensils. At one end of the house, often 
entering by the same door, is the byre for his cattle ; at the other, 
the barn for his crop. His fuel is the peat he cuts in the neigh- 
bouring moss, of which an allotted portion is often attached to each 
croft. His capital consists of his cattle, his sheep, and perhaps one 
or more horses or ponies ; of his crop, that is to feed him till next 
harvest, provide seed and winter provender for his animals ; of his 
furniture, his implements, the rafters of his house, and generally a 
boat or share of a boat, nets, or other fishing gear, with some 
barrels of salt herrings, or bundles of dried cod or ling for winter 
use.' As originally portioned out, at least in the islands, the crofts 
appear to have been quite sufficient to maintain the crofter's family 
and yield to the landlord his yearly rent. But when kelp was 
largely and profitably manufactured, when potatoes were extensively 
and successfully cultivated, when the fishings were good, and the 
prices of cattle were high, the crofter found that his croft was more 
than sufficient for his wants ; and when a son or a daughter married 
he divided it with the young couple, who built themselves another 
house upon the ground, sharing the produce and contributing to 
the rent. Thus, many crofts which are entered on the landlord's 
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rent-roll as in the hands of one man, are in fact occupied by two, 
three, or even in some cases four families. On some estates, efforts 
were made to prevent this subdivision, but without much success. 
If the erection of a second house on the croft was forbidden, the 
married son or daughter was taken into the existing house ; and 
though the land might not be formally divided, it was still required 
to support one or more additional families. It appears that 
attempts were made in some cases to put an end to this practice ; 
' but it was found to involve so much apparent cruelty and injustice, 
and it was so revolting to the feelings of all concerned that children 
should be expelled from the houses of their parents, that the evil 
was submitted to, and still continues to exist.' The population 
thus progressively increasing, received a still further stimulus from 
the kelp manufacture. This pursuit, which at one time yielded to 
the landlords as great a rent as they derived from the soil, required 
the labour of a great number of people for about six weeks or two 
months in each year ; and as it was necessary to provide them with 
the means of living during the whole year, small crofts were assigned 
to many persons in situations favourable for the manufacture, 
which, though not alone able to maintain a family, might, with the 
wages of the manufacturer, suffice for that end. When a change 
in the fiscal regulations destroyed this manufacture, the people 
engaged in it were thrown out of employment, and had they not 
been separated by habits and language from the majority of the 
population of the kingdom, they would no doubt have gradually 
dispersed and sought other occupations ; but having little inter- 
course with other districts, which were to them a foreign country, 
they clung to their native soil after the manufacture in which they 
had been engaged was abandoned. Their crofts were then insuffi- 
cient to afford them subsistence. Emigration somewhat retarded 
the increase of numbers, but the emigrants were the more pros- 
perous of the 'tenants' and 'crofters,' not the persons who had 
difficulty in supporting themselves at home. The proprietors, 
anxious to check the redundant population and to increase their 
rents, so materially reduced by the decay of the kelp manufacture, 
let the lands vacated by the emigrants to tacksmen, who were able, 
by their large capital and the new system of sheep-farming, to pay 
higher rents than the crofters could offer. These increased rents 
were at the same time collected at less cost, with less trouble, and 
with more certainty. The proprietors were thus led to take every 
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opportunity of converting lands held by crofters into large farms 
for tacksmen, planting the displaced crofters on fishing crofts, and 
crofts on waste land.* 

Now, according to a certain school of economists, of whom Your 
Royal Highness has doubtless heard, this growth of the sheep-farm 
at the expense of the croft has been an unmixed benefit ; but I wish 
to assert firmly that that school is wrong. In the first place, the 
great sheep-farm system has by no means succeeded so well as was 
anticipated, and quite recently many Highland proprietors, notably 
the Duke of Sutherland, have been compelled to divide their land 
into smaller holdings. In the second place, the army of Great 
Britain has suffered incalculable loss through the change of the 
once thickly populated Highlands into a barren wilderness, well 
described by the poet : 

' From Loch Hourne to Glenfinnan, the grey mountains ranging, 
Nought falls on the eye but the changed and the changing ! 
From the hut by the loch-side, the farm by the river, 
Macdonells and Camerons pass — and for ever. 

' The flocks of a stranger the long glens are roaming, 
Where a thousand fair homesteads smoked bonnie at gloaming ; 
Our wee crofts run wild wi* the bracken and heather, 
And our gables stand ruinous, bare to the weather !' 

For generation after generation, the Highlands of Scotland have 
sent forth into the battle-field the finest soldiers in the world. The 
Celt wields a sword as naturally now as he did in the '45 ; and I am 
sure Your Royal Highness remembers how the pibroch brought joy 
to the ears of those who languished in Lucknow, and how the * thin 
red line ' of Celts drove the Russians back at Balaclava. In these 
stormy days, when there may be need for fiery blood and strong 
arms at any moment, when no man knows to-day what thunderbolt 
may impend over this realm to-morrow, our hope, our strength, our 
very salvation, lie in the ranks of the peasantry — such a peasantry 
as should be this day thronging yonder hills, and looking for the 
BridaLf Ah ! Your Royal Highness will not miss a welcome, be 

* ' New Statistical Account of Scotland.' 

f The Island of Skye alone has sent forth, since the beginning of the 
last wars of the French Revolution, 21 lieutenant-generals and major- 
generals, 48 lieutenant- colonels, 600 commissioned officers, 10,000 soldiers, 
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sure of that ; but those who give it will be the small remnant of a 
race who have been almost exterminated, that London may get 
juicier mutton, and the wealthy shopkeeper butcher his fifty brace 
of grouse on the 12th of August. 

So far, it may be urged, I am merely stating a grievance with 
which everyone is acquainted, and suggesting no remedy. There 
is, indeed, no lack of remedies on paper ; the great evil is that they 
are seldom or never put in practice*. Let me briefly refer to a few 
of the suggestions that have been made. To begin with, the most 
important desideratum of all is, that leases should become general. 
At present very few of the small farmers of Scotland have leases. 
What is the consequence ? As has been found to be the case in 
Ireland, so it is in the North. The uncertainty of tenure begets, in 
many instances, a sad want of enterprise. Holdings are neglected, 
no permanent improvements, such as draining, fencing, and sub- 
soiling, are entered upon ; and only those alterations are made 
which will at once repay the tenant for the time and money bestowed 
on them. A good authority has assured us that there are very few 
farms in the Highlands which have not more or less waste land at- 
tached to them ; it is but seldom, however, that this is brought 
under the plough. Disheartened and discouraged, the cottar 
is generally content to lead a hand-to-mouth existence ; and he ex- 
hausts the land in his endeavours to get the most from it with the 
least possible outlay. The granting of leases alone, however, is 
perhaps not enough to do away with this lamentable state of things. 
A fresh impetus would be given to the energy of the crofter if 
rewards were held out to encourage improvements. The Earl of 
Seafield has, I believe, taken a wise step in this direction, in offering 
to his tenants five pounds for every acre of waste land brought 
under cultivation during their lease. But the proprietor of an 
estate might even go further than this. He might, for example, 
with considerable advantage to himself, advance money for the 
carrying out of improvements. If he were to do this, he would 
find that in most cases the tenant would be willing to give his labour 
for nothing, the materials being supplied. And even supposing 



4 governors of colonies, 1 governor-general, 1 adjutant-general, 1 chief 
baron of England, and 1 judge of the Supreme Court of Scotland. I state 
this on the authority of Dr. Norman Macleod. 
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that the land proprietor had not the capital at his disposal, and 
would have to borrow, it would still be good policy on his part to 
obtain it ; for any Lands Improvements Company would lend him 
the required amount for twenty-five years, and the tenant would be 
always willing to pay almost an equal percentage with the borrower 
for the accommodation. Thus, therefore, the proprietor would ob- 
tain, for next to nothing, improvements which would permanently 
enhance the value of his estate. Such remedies as these are 
easily carried out, and the objections to them are soon answered. 
The assertion, for instance, so often made, that if leases were the 
rule, and not the exception, the occupiers of the soil would become 
more lazy and indolent than ever, knowing that they could evince 
these failings with impunity, can be met in a few words. Great 
care should be taken in the selection of tenants, and they should 
be forced, by strict rules in their leases, to work their holdings 
properly, on pain of ejection.* 

* To discuss this question adequately would take a volume. As illus- 
trating one of the great misfortunes of the Hebrides, I quote the following 
remarks by an excellent living authority : 

' In connection with Highland property, there exists a great evil, which 
lies at the root of many others — viz., the thirst in our landed aristocracy for 
the possession of a large extent of territory. They would seem to con- 
gratulate themselves upon being possessed of so many square miles of land, 
rather than the number of pounds sterling of revenue. The proprietor of 
an improvable Highland estate of ^1000 a year has, perhaps, ^30,000 in 
cash besides. Instead of laying out his money in improving this property, 
to yield a return of from five to seven per cent., he buys another estate, 
yielding at the most three per cent. ; and, of course, having exhausted his 
capital, he leaves both estates in statu quo. He thus loses half the revenue 
he might have, by his preference in this instance. The evils attending the 
prevailing disposition are not confined to the owners of the land, but 
extend to their tenants and dependents, and to the whole community. To 
this source may be traced much of the poverty and distress, and the heart- 
rending ejections, of which we have seen and heard so much of late years 
in the Highlands. The recent alteration in the entail laws has already done 
much, and will yet do much more, .by enabling embarrassed proprietors to 
dispose of part of their property, to their own relief and that of their depen- 
dents ; and, at the same time, tending to remove the ' dog in the manger ' 
system that has existed, whereby a man could not himself turn his property 

21 
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Because poverty and misery prevail to a large extent amongst 
the people, it has therefore been assumed by some that the High- 
lands are over-populated. No statement could be farther from the 
truth : the fact being, that considerably less than one-sixth of the 
country is under cultivation, and that the best muscle and sinew of 
the Isles continue to be expatriated while ' howling wildernesses ' in 
their fatherland are vainly calling for hands to come and till them. 
Certain it is that if the condition of the Scotch peasantry is to be 
improved, no barriers must be placed in the way of their acquiring 
land ; their desire for it must be fostered and encouraged ; they 
must be taught to grow corn where no corn grew before — in short, 
to reclaim the thousands and thousands of miles of waste territory 
in the Highlands. Emigration is unnecessary. Here at home the 
spade and plough are as sorely needed as in Canada, and there is 
no reason why immigrants should be better situated in that colony 
than they might be in the mother-country. There the land is not 
more easily worked ; wages are practically jio higher ; the climate 
is not so good. If the landed gentry were not blind to their own 

to any account, neither was it in his power to hand it over to another who 
would. 

' As a first principle in the management of land, the owner should have 
sufficient capital to work it, so to speak. We would esteem a man mad if 
he were to purchase a cotton-mill with all the capital of which he was pos- 
sessed, having neither money nor credit with which to carry on the opera- 
tions. But it is quite a common thing for a man to purchase an estate, 
although, instead of having surplus capital, he has even to borrow half the 
purchase price, at a considerably higher percentage than the property yields. 
It is no wonder then, that, where such a practice is prevalent, tales of 
distress and misery should occasionally reach our ears. When these things 
are heard of, it is loudly declared that the Highlands are unfit for cultiva- 
tion, from the barrenness of the soil and the unfavourable climate — that the 
people should emigrate, and the country be turned into sheep-walks or deer- 
forests. These are the panaceas so often held out for the Highlands by 
professed friends of the people. Where, we would ask, is there destitution 
to be found on the estate of an intelligent, solvent, resident proprietor? We 
have no hesitation in saying that, if the land were treated like any other 
raw material, we could, by increasing the arable land, and improving its 
culture, double our present produce, and maintain a much larger population, 
and in greater comfort 100/ 
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interests, there would be 'room and verge enough' for all, and 
longer rent-rolls and increased prosperity of the whole nation would 
be the result. 

But the discussion of this question involves that of the whole 
enormous Land Question ; and any modern politician will tell 
Your Royal Highness how his confreres differ about that. The 
Duke of Argyll, for example, who will speak to Your Royal High- 
ness with paternal authority, has done much to depopulate the 
Highlands, and it would be false delicacy to conceal my impression 
that he, at least, is hopelessly wrong, simply because he is too in- 
terested for dispassionate judgment. In a clever defence of the 
land-holders' policy, read before the Statistical Society, in reply to 
the (as many think) unanswerable criticism of Professor Leone 
Levi, the Duke argued— and it is the only; one of his arguments 
worth quoting — that the great increase of rent in recent years 
proved increase of produce in proportion, and therefore increased 
prosperity. Now, the best way to test the noble Duke's assertion 
is, when Your Royal Highness goes to Inveraray, to inquire closely 
into the statistics of Argyll. Meantime let me observe, (1) that 
the population of Argyll is now considerably less than seventy 
years ago ; (2) that the rent-roll of Argyll is two-thirds greater than 
either densely populated Ross or Inverness, and (3) that statistics 
show Argyll to be the most miserable and pauperized county in all 
Scotland. In the face of this, the Duke recommends further de- 
population, and doubtless, as a consequence, further pauperism. 
The truth is — and Your Royal Highness will soon know it as a truth 
— that the curse of the Highlands may be summed up in two 
words — 'territorial monopoly.' Those counties which are under 
the few great proprietors and divided into great farms, those coun- 
ties which are not divided into small holdings, are the most 
pauperized of all, Argyll heading the list of wretchedness, and 
Haddington making a close second. In simple truth, I cannot for- 
bear expressing a wish that the Duke of Argyll, besides spending 
his leisure time in expounding to the literary world the wonders of 
Law in Nature (a task of beautiful exposition for which we all thank 
him), would ascertain more of the real state of the country to which 
he is bound by all ties of birth and affection. At present, he 
perhaps knows less of the real Scottish Highlands — of the country 
at his own threshold — than some other living Highlandmen. It is 
with pain indeed that I find him addm^, as a. s^cx^\.^TAax*.\a\s^ 

3TL — 7. 
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most ambitious work, his belief that territorial monopoly is one of 
Nature's most wonderful and beautiful contrivances, and that there 
is no better example of the blessedness of the ' Reign of Law * — in 
other words, of the Divine fitness of things as primarily constituted 
by God — than the large rent-roll of the Duke of Argyll and the 
crying pauperism of the depopulated county of which he is the 
lord ! 

I need detain Your Royal Highness little longer save to say that, 
as may be guessed, destitution and pauperism prevail to a frightful 
extent everywhere. Doubtless you will soon become personally 
acquainted with the daily miseries of the islanders — cold, hunger, 
thirst, all the wretched accompaniments of poverty. Their food, 
when they get it, is unwholesome, and fearful diseases are the con- 
sequence. What, for example, does Your Royal Highness say to 
a daily diet of mussels and cockles, with no other variety than an 
occasional drink of milk from the ewe? But for the shellfish, 
hundreds in the remote islands would starve. When they do pur- 
chase oatmeal, or receive it in charity, it is generally the coarsest 
and foulest meal procurable in the market — the best material used 
in its adulteration being Indian corn. Anything will do to export 
to the Hebrides — mildewed meal, rancid cheese, weevilled biscuits. 
You will hear the Highlanders called drunken ; but inquire of your 
informant how they manage to get the whisky. Heaven help 
them ! they would be healthier, in that terrible climate of theirs, 
if spirits were a little more common. Look at their feeble bodies, 
their emaciated and hungry faces, their skins cut by cold and 
pinched by disease. And yet, though all the powers of earth seem 
leagued against them, these people are as fresh and wholesome- 
hearted, as generous and guileless, as any men or women you will 
meet with in your earthly pilgrimage. They bear their great suffer- 
ings in patience, with scarcely a bitter word for anyone. If they 
can just support life in themselves and their children, they are 
content — loving their neighbour, welcoming the stranger, praising 
God. Take the testimony of Mr. J. F. Campbell, who has known 
them all his life, but who is to be trusted less on that account than 
because he seems to possess rare patience and insight. * There are 
few peasants that I think so highly of/ he says ; ' none that I like 
so well. Scotch Highlanders have faults in plenty, but they have 
the bearing of Nature's own gentlemen — the delicate, natural tact 
which discovers, and the good taste Vakh. to rods, all that would 
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hurt or offend a guest. The poorest is ever the readiest to share 
the best he has with the stranger. A kind word kindly meant is 
never thrown away ; and whatever may be the faults of this people, 
I have never found a boor or a churl in a Highland bothy.' To the 
same purpose writes Dr. Norman Macleod, in his large-hearted 
and beautiful book entitled ' A Highland Parish,' adding, moreover, 
that ' the real Highland peasantry are, I hesitate not to affirm, the 
most intelligent in the world/ To this testimony I add my own, 
and proof after proof is adduced in these pages. Of their deep 
spiritual life, too, I shall say something — something of the quaint 
thoughts and dreams with which they cheer their otherwise melan- 
choly firesides. They are a race apart. 

And now, after all this dismal recital, so necessary to my pur- 
pose, yet almost ungracious on a bridal morning, will Your Royal 
Highness let me add one or two words about the present book — 
my little wedding present ? 

Your Royal Highness will speedily, discover for yourself the fact, 
which I need scarcely explain, and for which I need not apologize, 
that I have not aimed in any way at the compilation of a guide- 
book, at cramming into small space either a great deal of useful 
information, or stale legendary matter, or topography. Whenever 
such matter is essential, I have given it in a note, to avoid padding 
the body of the text. To rnake a guide-book, I should have had 
to cover a great deal of ground rapidly, hurrying at express speed 
from one point of vantage to another. Such a task did not suit 
me. When a place pleases me I like to linger in it till I have 
learnt to love it thoroughly ; and love does not come in a day. 
Then again, I have carefully avoided, as far as possible, the route 
of ordinary tourists* — not because I think their route less beautiful, 

* Highland tourists usually follow the royal route of the inland chain of 
lakes, going by Glasgow through the Crinan Canal to Oban, and thence to 
Bannavie and Fort William. Many take the day's sail to Staffa and Iona, 
but few indeed think of going round Ardnamurchan to Skye and Stornoway. 
The ordinary route is very beautiful, the fleet of boats upon it magnificent 
in all respects ; but the most wondrous scenery of the Hebrides remains a 
terra incognita. Many of the scenes described in our yachting cruise to the 
outer Isles might easily be reached from the ports touched at by the deep-sea 
steamers, which are splendid vessejs, furnished with every comfort. Let 
me trust that every tourist who reads this book will at least visit Loch 
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but because I think my own route most new. I confess that I 
have aimed at novelty. Where I am descriptive I have uncon- 
sciously been poetical— indeed, any description of landscape that 
is not poetical must, for artistic reasons, be worthless and untrue ; 
nor does poetical description interdict the most minute and loving 
observation of details. The whole work, indeed, may be relied on, 
so far as truth to Nature is concerned. There has been no ' com- 
posing.' 

The short tales and episodes speak for themselves. If they at 
all realize my own wishes, one of them should throw on the daily 
life, spiritual and temporal, of the islanders as much light as a 
volume of mere notes and descriptions. Your Royal Highness 
will like them in so far as they are true. You will like them none 
the less if you are already familiar with Mr. J. F. Campbell's ex- 

Corruisk, and cross the Minch to Stornoway. Corruisk, though so 
accessible, is comparatively neglected ; it is nevertheless the most marvel- 
lous picture in the British Islands, and one of the scenic wonders of the 
world. 

A word or two concerning the deep-sea steamers may be of service. The 
largest in the fleet are the Clansman and Clydesdale. These are strongly 
built for sea, broad in the beam, and with powerful engines. Both are 
fitted for carrying goods and passengers ; and they can each make up fifty 
sleeping berths in separate cabins and on sofas. One of them, leaving 
Glasgow every Monday and Thursday, proceeds round the Mull of Can- 
tyre, calls at Oban, Tobermory, Portree, and other places, their regular 
destination being Stornoway in the distant Lewis. They, however, make 
more extended calls beyond Stornoway ; as, for example, Lochinver on the 
mainland, likewise Ullapool, and Gairloch in the western part of Ross- 
shire. Over this wide range they ply unitedly from March till November, 
and one alone plies once a week in winter. Twice a year, for the special 
accommodation cf herring-fishers, they go round the north of Scotland to 
Thurso. Unless one were to visit the strangely indented west coast and 
islands, he could scarcely realize the importance of these voyages of the 
Clansman and Clydesdale, which, after passing Islay and Jura, pursue first 
a sinuous course through the Sound of Mull ; then, rounding the extremity 
of Ardnamurchan, enter that narrow and intricate channel between the 
mainland and Skye called the Sound of Sleat ; lastly, issuing into the more 
open Minch, they take a route direct for Stornoway — throughout their long 
and devious course among the islands landing and taking in passengers and 
goods both day and night. 
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quisite collection of 'West Highland Tales,' all taken verbatim 
from the mouths of the peasantry. Mr. Campbell throws real light 
on folk and fairy lore, while I try to throw the far less trustworthy 
light of imagination on the heart and its affections. 

The Isles play a certain part in Scottish history, from the period 
of the Norwegian occupation down to that of the last wandering 
Stuart ; but all these matters have been chronicled in bigger books 
than mine, and I shall scarcely touch upon them. I shall relate, 
however, for the sake of poetry and picture, the story of the Nor- 
wegian King Haco's great and last invasion — the one momen- 
tous historical event separable from the ordinary history of the 
Isles. 

I have called my book ' The Land of Lome/ including under 
that head not only the seaboard parishes of Lome proper, but the 
outlying isles, from Mull to the Long Island. Lome itself is, as it 
were, a little garden attached to the Castle of Inveraray, and the 
Hebrides are the surrounding domains. The Lord of the Isles 
and the Lord of Lome were originally one, who held free sway 
over the whole tract of sea and land covered in Scott's ' Lord of 
the Isles/ north to Skye, south to Loch Ranza ; and the Campbell, 
in his turn, has held the soil of many of the Isles. In a word, the 
future home of Your Royal Highness is the Scottish Hebrides, 
every feature of which I am sure you will soon know by heart, 
instead of confining your vision to the view of Loch Fyne and a 
distant peep of the * Shepherds of Loch Etive ;' and the future 
people of Your Royal Highness are the Hebri deans, not one of 
whom but will welcome you, whether it be his daily task to sow 
golden grain in the red furrows of Kilbride, or to herd cattle on the 
lonely heights of Mull, or to fish for cod and ling on the stormy 
bank between Canna and Rum. Everywhere you will send a gleam 
of hope, and in time, perhaps, the great owners of the soil will be 
reminded of their duty ; we shall hear less sheep bleating and 
more human voices calling ; the poor peasant will not be suffered 
to starve, with his eyes on the waste that might feed a thousand 
such as he ; and there may rise up around you, in those same 
Hebrides, a race of men who, if ever dark times should come, will 
be as ready as in the old days to strike and die for the House of 
Lome. How much any one human soul, however feeble, can do 
to help his fellow-souls, if he only tries his best ! How much mor§ 
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can one do who is by birth a Princess, by nature a lady, and by 
education a Christian ! There is mode in all things, even ,i|| 
morality. If, in coming to your new home, Your Royal Highnetf 
make justice fashionable, it will not be long ere a psalm of joy will 
go up in your ears, and you will see the whole wilderness brighten 
with the happy faces of virtuous women and brave men. 



THE END. \ 
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executed, let visit the Scottish Highlands and make sketches on the stiot. Nearly 
every scene of the poem teas personally visited and sketched by him, and thtse 
Sketches hour, afforded the busts of the landscapes offered in this booh. These land. 
seapet, for obvious reasons, depict the Scenery as it IS at the present time . while the 
Costumes, Weapons, and other accessories of the figure-pieces are of the period of the 
action of the poem, being carefully studied from contemporary pictures and descrip- 
tions, or from later authoritative works. 

Crown 8vo, Coloured Frontispiece and Illustrations, cloth gilt, 71. 6d. 

Advertising, A History of, 

From the Earliest Times. Illustrated by Anecdotes, Curious Speci- 
mens, and Notices of Successful Advertisers. By Henry Sampson. 



Allen (Grant), Works by: 

T/ne Evolutionist at Large. By Grant A 


.LLEN. Crown Svo, cloth 


Vignettes fratn Nature. By Grant Al 


LEN. Crown Svo, cloth 


" One of the best specimens of popular scientific e 
had the good fortune ta fall in with."— Leeds Mevcup 


cfosition that we kava ever 


_ 1 Crown Svo, cloth extra, with 630 Must 


rations. 7s. 6d. 



Architectural Styles, A Handbook of. 

From the German of A. Rosbncakten. by w. Collett- Bandars, 
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Artemus Ward: 

Artemus Ward's Works : The Works of Charles Fakkbx Browns, 
better known as Artemus Ward. Crown 8vo, with Portrait and Fac- 
simile, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Artemus Ward's Lecture on the Mormons. With 32 Ittustra- 

tions. Edite d, with P reface, by Edward P. Hingstom. 6d. 

Ashton (John), Works by : 

A History of the Ohap-Books of the Eighteenth Century. By 

John Ashton. With nearly 400 Illustrations, engraved in facsimile of 
the originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Social Life in the Reign of Queen Anne. Taken from Original 
Sources. By John Ashton. with nearly One Hundred Illustrations. 
Two Vols. , demy 8vo, cloth extra, 285. . ^ [In preparation * 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Bankers, A Handbook of London ; 

Together with Lists of Bankers from 1677. By F. G. HILTON PRICE* 

Bardsley (Rev. C. W.), Works by: 

English Surnames : Their Sources and Significations. By tha Rev. 
C. W. Bardsley, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6a\ 

Curiosities of Puritan Nomenclature. By the Rev. C. W. Bards- 
ley, M.A. Cr own 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 7s. 6d, 

Bartholomew Fair, Memoirs of. 

By Henry Morley. New Edition, with One Hundred Illustrations* 
Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt and gilt edges, 21s. per volume. 

Beautiful Pictures by British Artists : 

A Gathering of Favourites from our Picture Galleries. In Two Series. 
All engraved on Steel in the highest style of Art. Edited, with 
Notices of the Artists, by S ydn ey Armytagb, M.A. 

Small 4*o, green and gold, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. 64. 

Bechstein's As Pretty as Seven, 

And other German Stories. Collected by Ludwig Bechstein. 
With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm, and 100 Illustrations 
by R ichter. 

One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated. 

Belgravia for 1882. - 

A New Serial Story, entitled " All Sorts and Conditions of Men," 
by Walter Besant, was begun in the January. Number, which 
Number contained also the First Chapters of " The Admiral's 
Ward," by Mrs. Alexander ; and the First of a Series* of Papers 
" About Yorkshire," by Mrs. Macquoid, Illustrated by Thomas R. 
Macquoid.— In the August Number was begun a New Story by 
Wilkie Collins, entitled " Heart and Science."— In January, 
1883, will be begun a New Serial Novel by Justin McCarthy, 
entitled " Maid of Athens," with Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

Belgravia Annual. 

With Stories by Walter Besant, Julian Hawthorne, F. W. 
Robinson, Dutton Cook, Justin H. McCarthy, J. Arbuthnot 
Wilson, Henry W. Lucy, James Payn, and others. Demy 8vo. 
with Illustrations, is. [In November, 
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Demy 8vo, Illustrated, uniform in size for binding. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Handbooks: 

Academy Notes, 1875. With 40 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1876. With 107 Illustrations. 15. 

Academy Notes, 1877. With 143 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1878. With 150 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1879. With 146 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1880. Wkh 126 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1881. With 128 Illustrations, is. 

Academy Notes, 1882. With 130 Illustrations, is. 

Grosvenor Notes,' 1878. With 68 Illustrations, is. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1879. With 60 Illustrations, is. 

Orosvenor Notes, 1880. With 56 Illustrations, is. 

Orosvenor Notes, 1881. With 74 Illustrations, is. 

Orosvenor Notes, 1882. With 74 Illustrations, is. 

Pictures at the Paris Exhibition, 1878. 80 Illustrations, is. 

Pictures at South Kensington. With 70 Illustrations, is. ^ 

The English Pictures at the National Gallery. 1 14 Illusts. is. 

The Old Masters at the National Gallery. 128 Illusts. is. 64. ' 

Academy Notes, 1875-79. Complete in One Volume, with nearly 
600 Illustrations in Facsimile. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s. .; 

Orosvenor Notes, 1877-1882. A Complete Catalogue of Exhi- 
bitions at the Grosveaor Gallery since the Commencement. With 
upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 65. ^ 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue to the National Gallery. , 
With Notes by H. Blackburn, and 242 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 3s, 

UNIFORM WITH "ACADEMY NOTES:' 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1878. 117 Illustrations, is. 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1879. 125 Illustrations, is. 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1880. 114 Illustrations, is. 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1881. 104 Illustrations, is. 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1882. 114 Illustrations, is. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1878. 95 Illusts. is. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1879. 100 Illusts. is. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1880. 120 Illusts. is. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1881. 108 Illusts. is. 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1882. 102 Illusts. is. 

Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1878. 112 Illusts. is. 

Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1879. 100 Illusts. is. 

Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1880. 100 Illusts. is. 

Royal Manchester Institution Notes, 1878. 88 Illustrations, is.. 

Society of Artists Notes, Birmingham, 1878. 95 Illusts. is. 

Children of the Great City. By F. W. Lawson. is. 

- * — ■ 

Folio, half-bound boards, India Proofs, 21s. 

Blake (William) : 

Etchings both his Works. By W. B. Scott. With descriptive T«xt< 
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In Illuminated Cover, crown 4to, 6s. 

Birthday Flowers: Their Language and Legends* 

By W. J. Gordon. Must, in Colours by Viola Boughton. [Shortly. 

_. This sumptuous and elegant Birthday Book is the first in which our floral 
treasures have been laid under really effective contribution. It has been produced at 
immense cost, and in it we have one of the most accurate and beautiful Masterpieces 
of Chromo- lithography yet issued from the press. Within its sixty -four fully-coloured 
pages, each lithographed in fourteen printings, we have a noble Series of lovely Bou- 
quets, depicting in all their wealth of grace and beauty the most famous of our field 
and garden jewels ; as a different flower is taken for every day in thejrear, there 
are no fewer than three hundred and sixty-six separate selections. The legends 
and the sentiments ascribed to each of the chosen blossoms have formed the theme of 
some fifteen hundred lines of Original Verse, and there is thus gtven one of the fullest 
" Languages of Flowers " in existence, and the only one which is free from duplicates. 
An unusual amount of thought and labour has been expended on the work, and the 
Publishers congratulate themselves that in a literary and artistic sense the result has . 
been fully commensurate thereto. Such a collection of flowers, so complete and com- 
pact, has never before been offered. As a Book of Birthdays and Family Records it 
ts unsurpassed. The addition of the scientific names to the minutely accurate delinea- 
tions of plants renders its pages invaluable to the botanist and every lover of leaf and 
bloom. The legends which form the burden of its verse will delight the scholar and 
archaeologist and all students of song and folk-lore ; while the copious floral mean- 
ings, completer than in any other " language of flowers " yet available, will render it 
the constant companion and most treasured gift of a much more numerous section of 
the community — the whole world of Sweethearts of the English-speaking nations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, ys. 6d. 

Boccaccio's Decameron ; 

or, Ten Days' Entertainment. Translated into English, with an In- 
troduction by Thomas Wright, Esq., M.A., F.S.A. With Portrait, 
and Stothard's beautiful Copperplates. 

Bowers' (G.) Hunting Sketches : 

Canters in Crampshire. By G. Bowers. I. Gallops from Gorse- 
borough. II. Scrambles with Scratch Packs. III. Studies with Stag 
Hounds. Oblong 4to, half-bound boards, 21s. 

Leaves from a Hunting Journal. By G. Bowers. Coloured in 
facsimile of the originals. Oblong 4to, half-bound, 21s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with numerous Illustrations,-7S. 6d. 

Brand's Observations on Popular Antiquities, 

chiefly Illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and 
Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by: 

More Worlds than One : The Creed of the Philosopher and the 
Hope of the Christian. By Sir David Brewster. With Plates. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

The Martyrs of Science : Lives of Galileo, Tycho Brahe, and 
Kepler. By Sir David Brewster. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 45. 6d. 

THE STOTHARD BUNYAN.— Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. - 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 beautiful Steel Plates by STOT- 
HARD, engraved by Good all ; and numerous Woodcuts. 
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Bret Harte, Works by: 



Bret Harte's Collected Works. Arranged and Revised by the 
Author. Complete in Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

Vol. I. Complete Poetical and Dramatic Works. With Steel Plate 
Portrait, and an Introduction by the Author. 

Vol. II. Earlier Papers— Luck of Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 
r — Bohemian Papers — Spanish and American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts — Eastern Sketches. 
Vol. IV. Gabriel Conroy. 
Vol. V. Stories— Condensed Novels, &c. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in Prose and Poetry. With 
Introductory Essay by T. M. Bellew, Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7$. 6d. 

Gabriel Conroy : A Novel. By Bret Harte. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other Stories. By Bret Harte. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. Hd. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, is. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

The Luck of Roaring Gamp, and other Sketches. By Bret 
Harte. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret Harte. Fcap. 8vo, picture 
cover, xs. ; cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

Flip. By Bret Harte. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth 
limp, 25. 6d. 



Buchanan's (Robert) Works: 



Ballads of Life, Love, and 

Humour. With a Frontispiece by 
Arthur Hughes. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Selected Poems of Robert Bu- 
chanan. With Frontispiece by Thos. 
Dalziel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Book of Orm. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Idyls and Legends of Inver- 

burn. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



St. Abe and his Seven Wives : 

A Tale of Salt Lake City. With a 
Frontispiece by A. B. Houghton. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

White Hose and Bed : 

A Love Story. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

The Hebrid Isles : Wanderings 
in the Land of Lome and the Outer 
Hebrides. With Frontispiece by W. 
Small. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



%* See also Novels, pp. 19 and 21. 



Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy. 

A New Edition, Complete, corrected and enriched by Translations of 
the Classical Extracts. 
%* Also an Abridgment in " The May/air Library" under the title 
" Melancholy Anatomised" post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Burton (Captain), Works by : 

The Book of the Sword : Being a History of the Sword and its 
Use in all Countries, from the Earliest Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 25*. [In preparation. 

To the Oold Coast for Gold : A Personal Narrative. By Richard 
F. Burton and Verney Lovett Cameron. With Maps and Frontis- 
piece. Two Vols., crown 8vo, ais. ^W\Vs » 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

lIs Letters and Journals. ?-** 

With Notices of his Life. By Thomas Moore. A Reprint of the 
Original Edition, newly revised, with Twelve full-page Plates. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. - v, 

Cameron (Commander) and Captain Burton. 

To the Gold Coast for Gold. : A Personal Narrative. By Richard 
F. Burton and Verney Lovett Cameron. With Frontispiece and 
Maps. [In the press. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 145. 

•Campbell.— White and Black : 

Travels in the United States. By Sir George Campbell, M.P. 



Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Caravan Route (The) between Egypt and 

Syria. By His Imperial and Royal Highness the Archduke Ludwig 
Salvator of Austria. With 23 full-page Illustrations by the Author. 

Carlyle (Thomas): 

Thomas Carlyle : Letters and Recolleotions. By Moncure D. 

Conway, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

On the Choice of Books. With a Life of the Author by R. H. 
Shepherd. New and Revised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 
is. 6d. 

The Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and Ralph Waldo 
Emerson, 1834 to 1872. Edited by Charles Eliot Norton. Two Vols, 
crown 8vo, cloth extra. [Shortly % 

These letters, extending over a period of nearly forty years, were, by the com* 
vion consent and direction of the illustrious writers, long since placed in Mr. 
Norton's hands with the fullest powers for editing and publication. It is not 
too much to claim that the correspondence will be found to form the most valu- 
able and entertaining work of the kind ever issued. , ... • 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Century (A) of Dishonour : 

A Sketch of the United States Government's Dealings with some of 
the Indian Tribes. 

Large 4to, half-bound, profusely Illustrated, 285. 

CJhatto and Jackson.— A Treatise on Wood 

Engraving ; Historical and Practical. By William Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Additional Chapter by Henry G. 
Bohn ; and 450 fine Illustrations. A reprint of the last Revised Edition. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. 
With Eight Coloured Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Edition, small 4*0, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Demy 8vo, cloth 



\ 
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Grown 8vo, eloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Colman's Humorous Works : 

'• Broad Grins,"" My Nightgown and Slippers, ' and other Humorous; 
Works, Prose and Poetical, of George Colman. With Life by G- 
B. Buckstone, and Frontispiece by Hogarth. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : 

A Family Handbook. By Catherine Ryan. 

" Full of sound sense and useful hints." — Saturday Review. 

* , -■ ., ■ ■ ■ — ■- »— — — 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works by : 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. By Moncure D. Conway„ 

M.A. Two Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illustrations, 28s. 

A Necklace of Stories. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A^ 

Illustrated by W. J. Hennessy, Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Wandering Jew. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Recollections. By Moncure. 

D. Conway, M.A. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Cook (Dutton).— Hours with the Players* 

,- By Dutton Cook. With a Steel Plate Frontispiece. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. % - • • *••- 

Copyright.— A Handbook of English ancT 

Foreign Copyright in Literary and Dramatic Works. By Sidney 
Jerrold, of the Middle Temple, Esq., Barristef-at-Law. 

" Till the time arrives when copyright shall be so simple and so uniform that 
it can be generally understood and enjoyed, such a handbook as this will prove of 
great value. It ts correct as well as concise, and gives just the kind and quantity 
of information desired by persons who are ignorant of the subject, and turn to it 
for information and guidance." — Athen^um. 

:^»h~ .. . Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. / ** 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West 

of England; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by' Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New 
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steel-plate Illustra- 
tions by George Cruikshank. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, 7s. 6d. 

Creasy' s Memoirs of Eminent Etonians ; 

With Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir Edward* 

Creasy, Author of " The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 

— «.= — . . . _ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, 7s. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present. 

By William Jones, F.S.A., Author of " Finger-Ring Lore," &c. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Crimes and Punishments. 

Including a New Translation of Beccaria's " De Delitti e delle Pene,'* 
By James Anson Farrer. 
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Cruikshank, George: 



The Comic Almanack Complete in Two Series: The First 

from 1835 to 1843 ; the Sccoan> from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the 
Best Humour of Thacksbat, Hood, Mathew, Albekt Smith, 
A'Beckett, Robert Bbocgr, Ac. With 2,000 Woodcuts and Steel 
Engravings by Ckuikshavk, Hive, Laxduxs, Ac Crown Bra, doth 
gilt, two very thick volumes, 7*. 64. each. 

The Life of George Cruikshank. By Blaxchakd Terrold. 
Author of "The Life of Napoleon III.," Ac. With mmeras IDnstra- 
tions and a List of his Works. Two Vols, crown Ivo, cloth extra, 34s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 64. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Heraldry ; 

with Instructions for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c By John E. Cussans. Entirely New and Revised 
Edition. Illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts and Coloured Plates. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Davenant— What shall my Son be ? 

Hints for Parents on the Choice of a Pr ofe ssi on or Trade for their 
Sons. By Francis Davenant, M.A. 

New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Hlostrated, 7s. 6d. 

Doran. — Memories of our Great Towns. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their 
Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, half-bound, 125. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of the. 

Being a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players, 
and Playhouses of the United Kingdom and America, from the 
Earliest to the Present Times. By W. Davenport Adams. (Uni- 
form with Brewer's " Reader's Handbook.") [In preparation. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Dyer.— The Folk-Lore of Plants. 

By T. F. Thiselton Dyer, M.A. 



[In preparation. 



Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart. 

1. Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems : Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie ©n 



Earth, Christ's Triumph over 
Death, and Minor Poems. With 
Memorial-Introduction and Notes. 
One Vol. 

2. Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms 
I. to L. in Verse, and other hither- 
to Unpublished MSS., for the 
first time Collected and Edited. 
With Memorial-Introduction and 
Notes. Two Vols. 



3. Herrick's (Robert) Hesperi- 

des, Noble Numbers, and Com- 
plete Collected Poems. With 
Memorial-Introduction and Notes, 
Steel Portrait, Index of First 
Lines, and Glossarial Index, &c. 
Three Vols. 

4. Sidney's (Sir Philip) Com- 

plete Poetical Works, including 
all those in "Arcadia." With 
Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, 
Essay on the Poetry of Sidney, 
and Notes. Three Vols. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 65. 

Emanuel.— On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. Wkh 

numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

1 „ ■ 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Englishman's House, The : 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardson. 

Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 

—^^—~ — — — * 

New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo cloth extra, 6s. 

Ewald.— Stories from the State Papers. 

By Albx. Charles Ewald, F.S.A., Author of " The Life of Prince 
Charles Stuart," &c. With an Autotype Facsimile. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Fairholt — Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By 
F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards 
of 100 Illustrations by the Author. ; 

* *■ ■■-■■■■■■'■■ ' - ■ ■ ■ ■ - - ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ _ ■ ■ ■ ——■ 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Familiar Allusions : 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of 
Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like. 
By William A. Wheeler, Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. "--"* * f 

Faraday (Michael), Works by: 

The Chemical History of a Candle : Lectures delivered before 
a Juvenile Audience at the Royal Institution. Edited by William 
Crookes, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 
4s. 6d. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each 
other: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience at the Royal 
Institution. Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
with numerous Illustrations, 45. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Finger-Ring Lore: 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Jones, F.S.A. With 

Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 

" One of those gossiping books which are as full of amusement as of instruction.** 
— Athenaeum. 

New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Fitzgerald.— Recreations of a Literary Man ; 

or, Does Writing Pay ? With Recollections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's Working Life. By Percy Fitz- 
gerald. 
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Gardening Books : 

A Tear's Work in Garden and Greenhouse : Practical Advice 
to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. By George Glexmy. Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants we Grow, and How we 
Coek Them. By Tom Jerrold, Author of " The Garden that Paid the 
Rent," &c Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 
and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Bent. By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vo, 
illustrated cover, is. ; cloth limp, is. 6d. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew there. By Francis 

George Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

One Shilling Monthly. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) for 1882. 

The January Number of this Periodical contained the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Story, entitled " Dust," by Julian Hawthorne, 
Author of " Garth," ice. " Science Notes," by W. Mattieu 
Williams, F.R.A.S., will also be continued monthly.— In January, 
1883, will be begun a New Serial Novel by Robert Buchanan, 
entitled " The New Abelard." 

*»• Now ready, the Volume for January to June, 1882, cloth extra, 
price 8s. 6d ; and Cases for binding, price 2s. each, , 

Gentleman's Annual (The). 

Containing Two Complete Novels by R. E. Francillon and the 
Author of " Miss Molly." Demy 8vo, illuminated cover, 15. 

THE RUSKIN GRIMM.— Square 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, js. 6d. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor- 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 22 Illustrations 
on Steel by George Cruikshank. Both Series Complete. 

" The illustrations of this volume . . . are of quite sterling and admirable 
■art, of a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales which 
they illustrate ; and the original etchings, as I have before said tn the Appendix to 
my ' Elements of Drawing,' were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rem- 
brandt (in some qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by him). . . . To make 
somewhat enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magnifying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, would be an exer- 
cise in decision and severe drawing which would leave afterwards little to be learnt 
in schools." — Extract from Introduction by John Ruskin. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Glenny — A Year's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. 

"A great deal of valuable information, conveyed in very simple language. The 
•amateur need not wish for a better guide." — Leeds Mercury. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, 75. 6d. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The : 

An Encyclopedia of Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Ta«ylor, 
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Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size) 

Golden Library, The : 

Ballad History of England. By 

W. C. Bennett. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of 

the Echo Club. 

Byron's Don Juan. 
Emerson's Letters and Social 

i Aims. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of 
! the Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 

k Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
( tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

, Breakfast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. 

' Complete. With all the original 
I Illustrations. 

Irving's (Washington) Tales of 

i a Traveller. 

Irving's (Washington) Tales of 

, the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and 

i Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Elia. Both 
Series Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale 
for a Chimney Corner, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollier. 



, cloth extra, 2S. per volume. 
Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d* Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round 
Table. Edited by B. Montgomery 
Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crie*. 
D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Sainte- 
Beuve. 

St. Pierre's Paul 'and "Virginia,. 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited,, 
with Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and 
Queen Mab, with Essay by Leigh. 
Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems,, 
the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, includ- 
ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi,. 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White's Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 



New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6£* 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by 
Dr. F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations. 

" Must And a place, not only upon the scholar's shelves, but in every well-chosen 
library of art." — Daily News. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 45. 6d. 

Guyot— The Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation to the History of Mankind. 
By Arnold Guyot. With Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce k 
and Gray ; 12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and 

copious Index. ' 

„ — — — — -- 

Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, 15. 6d. ^^ 

Hair (The) : Its Treatment in Health, Weak- 

ness, and Disease. Translated from the German of Dr. J. Pincus. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 85. 
New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 
Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra< 0s. 



The Serpent Play. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



[Shortly 



12 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

Two Vols., crown 8vo f cloth extra, 12s. 

Half-Hours with Foreign Novelists. 

With Notices of their Lives and Writings. By Helen and Alice 

Zimmern. A New Edition. 

^ — ■ . 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. . 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Character. By Mrs. 

S. C. Hall. With numerous Illustrations on Steel and wood by 
Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 

"The Irish Sketches of this lady resemble Miss Mitford's beautiful English 
sketches in • Our Village,' but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and 
bright."— Blackwood's Magazine. 

Haweis (Mrs.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Illustrated by the 
Author. Small 8vo, illustrated cover, 15. ; cloth limp, is. 6d. 

" A well-considered attempt to apply canons of good taste to the costumes 
of ladies of our time. .... Mrs. Haweis writes frankly and to the 
point ; she does not mince matters, but boldly remonstrates with her own sex 

on the follies they indulge in We may recommend the book to the 

ladies whom it concerns. —-Athenaeum. 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece and nearly 100 
Illustrations, 10s. 6d. 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, zos. 6d. 

*♦* See also Chaucer, p. 6 of this Catalogue. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).— American Humorists. 

Including Washington Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward, Mark Twain, and 
Bret Harte. By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. [Shortly. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Heath (P. Q.)— My Garden Wild, 

And What I Grew there. By Francis George Heath, Author of 

"The Fern World," &c. 

" If gardens of wild flowers do not begin at once to spring up over half the little 
patches of backyard within fifty utiles of London it will not be Mr. Heath's fault, 
for a more exquisite picture of the felicity of horticulture has seldom been drawn for 
us by so charming and graphic a word-paxnter as the writer of this pleasant little 
volume.' 1 — Grant Allen, in The Academy. 

« SPECIMENS OF MODERN POETS,— Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense. 

A Cap with Seven Bells. ** 

" The merits of the book cannot be fairly estimated by means of a few extracts; 
should be read at length to be appreciated properly, and in our opinion its 
merits entitle it to be very widely read indeed." — St. James's Gazette. 

Cr.8vo, bound in parchment, 8s. ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 15s. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Introduction^ V Chhtcok Collins. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 25. 6d. 

Holmes.— The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes, M.D. 

• The advice the author gives, coming as it does from one having authority, is 
vwsl valuable." — Nature. , 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 75. 6d. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals. 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

Hood's (Tom) Prom Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns and Hoaxes. 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and Illustrations. 

: . \ 

Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 

Home. — Orion: ■■** • -wr^. ; 

An Epic Poem, in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Horn^.1 

With Photographic Portrait from a Medallion by Summers. 

. _ •" "» 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital and Labour, 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 

" This book is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt, to place tht\ 
work of trade unions in the past, and their objects in the future, fairly Before the 

public from the working maws point of view.*' — Pall Mall Gazette. 

. — » 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 6d 

Hueffer.— The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 
Francis Hueffer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Ireland under the Land Act : 

Letters to the Standard during the Crisis. Containing the most 
recent Information about the State of the Country, the Popular 
Leaders, the League, the Working of the Sub-Commissions, &c. 
With Leading Cases under the Act, giving the Evidence in full ; 
Judicial Dicta, &c. By E. Cant- Wall. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramics for Students. 

By Catherine A. Janvier. 

" Will be found a useful handbook by those who wish to try the manufacture or 
decoration of pottery, and may be studied by all who desire to know something «{ 
the art. "—Morning Post. 



x 4 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

A New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 7$. 6d. 

Jennings. — The RosicruciaftB : 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Five fall- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

The Garden that Paid the Bent. By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. 8vq t 

illustrated cover, is. ; cloth limp, is. 64 

Household Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom and 
Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jerrold, Author of " The Garden that Paid the Rent,'* 
&c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

i-- " The combination of hints on cookery with gardening has been very cleverly 
carried out, and the result is an interesting and highly instructive little work. Mr. 
Jerrold is correct in saying that English people do not make half the use of vege- 
tables they might ; and by showing how easily they can be grown, and so obtained 
fresh, he ts doing a great deal to make them more popular." — Daily Chronicle. . 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 52 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 145. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 65. 

Kavanagh.— The Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. 
With Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. -^ .-.•- 

M Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of them as delightful as the 
best of Grimm's ' German Popular Stories.' .... For the most part the stories 
are downright, thorough-going fairy stories of the most admirable kind. .... 
Mr. Moyr Smith's illustrations, too, are admirable." — Spectator. 

I, . . - - — - — . — — — n -1 ■ Jir^.,— i . .., ... - * 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 

Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 

1 By Charles Mills. With Illustrations by Thomas Lindsay. 
■''-•'• Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2s. 6d. 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
' tions by the Author. 

TTB * — ' 

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c. : 

The Thousand and One Nights : Commonly called, in England, 
" The Arabian Nights' Entertainments." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings en Wood, from Original Designs by 
William Harvey. A New Edition, from a Copy annotated by the 
Translator, edited by his Nephew, Edward Stanley Poole. With a 
Preface by Stanley Lane- Poole. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
75. 6d. each. 

Arabian Society in the Middle Ages : Stories from " The Thou- 
sand and One Nights." By Edward William Lane, Author of " The 
Modern Egyptians/' &c. Edited by Stanley Lane-Poole. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. tf« ih < P re ** 
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Lamb (Charles): 

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. 
With Reminiscences and Notes by W. Carew Hazlitt. With Han- 
cock's Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare 
First Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose and Verse, reprinted from the 
Original Editions, with many Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of a Page of the " Essay on Roast Pig." Crown 8ro, cloth 
extra, ys. 6d. 

" A complete edition of Lamb's writings, in prose and verse, has lon% been 
•wanted, ana is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken great patns to 
bring together Lamb's scattered contributions, and his collection contains a 
number of pieces which are now reproduced for the first time since their original 
appearance in various old periodicals." — Saturday Review. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince Doras. By Charles Lamb. 

Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 55. 

' " The quaint and delightful little book % over the recovery of which all the 
hearts of his lovers are yet warm with rejotcingJ'—A. C. Swinburne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Lares and Penates; 

1 .. Or, The Background of Life. By Florence Caddy. 

•' " The whole book is well worth reading, for it is full of practical suggestions. 
We hope nobody will be deterred- from taking up a book which teaches a good deal 
about sweetening poor lives as well as giving grace to wealthy ones." — Graphic. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d. 

Life in London ; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the late J H. Alexander, B.A. 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A. Page, Author of 
" Thoreau : A Study." 

Longfellow : 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. Including •« Outre Mer," 
" Hyperion,'* " Kavanagh," "The Poets and P«etry of Europe," and 
" Driftwood." With Portrait and Illustrations by Valentine Bromley. 
Crown 8vo, cloth -extra, ys. 6d. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Carefully Reprinted from the 
Original Editions. With numerous fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experiences in a. 

By A Sane Patient. 

" The story is clever and interesting, sad beyond measure though the subject 
be. There 'is no personal bitterness t and no violence or anger. Whatever may 
have been the evidence for our author's madness when he was consigned to an 
asylum, nothing can Be clearer than his sanity when he wrote this look; it is 
bright, calm, and to the ^ai^."— Spectator. 
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~ Demy 8vo, with Fourteen rail-page Plates, doth boards, 18s. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

- Translated into English Spenserian Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff. 

McCarthy (Justin), Works by: 

History of Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria 
to the General Election of 1880. By Justin McCarthy, M.P. 
Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 125. each. — Also a Popular 
Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, doth extra, 65. each. 

" Criticism is disarmed be/ore a composition which provokes little but approval. 
This is a really good book on a really interesting subject, and words piled on 
words could say no more for it." — Saturday Review. — +>*»- - * 

' History of toe Four Georges. By Justin McCarthy, M.P. 

Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 125. each. [In preparation. 

%* For Mr. McCarthy's Novels, see pp. 22, 24. .«M^«<e£j 

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

MacDonald (George).— The Princess and 

Curdie. By George MacDonald, LL.D. With 11 Illustrations 
by James Allen. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6rf. 

Maclise Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary 

Characters : 85 fine Portraits, with Descriptive Text, Anecdotal and 
Biographical, by William Bates, B.A. [In preparation. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by : 

In the Ardennes. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 50 fine 
Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 

Katharine S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 105. 6d. 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 
90 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 
numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

About Yorkshire. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With about 
70 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid, Engraved by Swain. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. [In preparation. 

' "The pleasant eompaniottship which Mrs. Macquoid offers, while wander- 

ing from one point of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each ofi-depictcd scene.'* — Morning Post. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by : 

Is Life Worth Living ? By William Hurrell Mallock. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The New "Republic ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. By W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6rf. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. By 
W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parchment, Ss» 

A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock.. 
Second Edition, with a Preface. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 2is. 
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Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 55. 

Magna Charta, 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet wide, with the 
Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 



Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 
throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 100 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. Cheap Edition, Must, bds., 25. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innocents 
Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo,. 
illustrated boards, 25. 

An Idle Excursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

The Frinoe and the Pauper. By Mark Twain. With nearly 

200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress : 

Being some Account of the Steamship " Quaker City's " Pleasure Ex- 
cursion to Europe and the Holy Land. With 234 Illustrations. By 
Mark Twain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Innocents at Home; and Roughing It. By Mark Twain. 

With 200 Illustrations by F. A. Fraser. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

The Stolen White Elephant, &c. By Mark Twain. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Mississippi Sketches. By Mark Twain. With about 300 Original 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64. [In preparation. 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

" The fun and tenderness of the conception, of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line, make of all this episode of 
Jim Baker and his jays a piece of work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading, but also of a high degree of merit as literature. . . . The book is 
full of good things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that have gone before.** — Athenaeum. 

Small 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 25. 6d. 

Miller.— Physiology for the Young; 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its application to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller. 

"An admirable introduction to a subject which all who value health and enjoy 
life sheuld have at their fingers' ends.*'— Echo. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by : 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules for the 
Management of the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Baths, 
&c. By J. L. Milton, Senior Surgeon to St. John's Hospital. Small 
8vo, is. ; cloth extra, is.6d. 

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, is. ; cloth extra* 
15. 6d. 
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Post too, cloth 

Mayfair Library, The 



The llew Republic. BjW. H. 
Manor.*. 

The Hew Pmnl and Virginia* 

By W. H. Manner 

The True History of Joshua 

DarkLon. By E. Ltnn Lnrro*- 

Old Stories Be- told. By Walter 

- Tmorxscry. 

Theresa: His Life and Aims. 

s By H. A. Pace. 

By Stream and Sea. By Wn> 

- ham Senior. 

Jeuz d*2sprit Edited by Hexry 

- S. Leigh. 

Ptmiana. _By the Hon. Hugh 

' Rowley. ; 

More Puniana. By the Hon. 
Hugh Rowley. ~ ., 

Puck on Pegasus. By H. 

Cholmowdeley-Pen well. 

The Speeches of Charles 

DXCEENS. ^ 

If uses of Mayfair. Edited by 
H. Cholmowdeley-Peitnell. 

Gastrono m y as a Fine Art By 

Brjllat-Savarin. 

The Philosophy of Hand- 

- writing. Don Felix de Salamanca. 

Curiosities of Criticism, By 
Hemry J. Jennings. - s * 

Literary PriTOlities, Fancies, 
Follies, Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities andEccen- 

, tricitiefl. Selected and Edited by 
W. T. Dobson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by 

W. Davenport Adams. 



2S.64. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gn> 



\ 



f 

i 



.aims vtscaea wona — rysmaoanano 
n^Vmmf^ — Charity— The Princess — 
The Palace of Traft— Trial by Jsry. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gn> 

bux. Secomd Setstbs Containing : 


Tom Cobb— The Sorcerer— H.M.S. 


Pinalbre— The Pirates of Penxance. 
Carols of Cockayne. By Henry 

S. LxiGJL 

The Book of Clerical Anec- 
- dotes. By Jacob Laswood. 

The Agony Column of "The 

Times,*' from 1800 to 187a- Edited, 
with an IiitrodoctkNL>y Alice Clay. 

The Cupboard Papers. By 
Frx-Bsc 



Pastimes and Players. By 



* Comedie Humaine " 

and its Author. With Translations 
by H. H. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised: A 

Popular Abridgment of * Burton's 
Anatomy of Melancholy.'* 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected 
- by W. Datejcport Adams. 

Leaves \firom a Naturalist's 

% Note-Book. ByDrJUtDEEwWtLSON. 

The Autocrat of the Break- 
fast-Table. By O. WendellHolmes. 
Illnstrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Hu- 
mour and Cariosities of the Law and 
Men of Law. By Jacob Lakwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 

Larwood. 

{ Witch Stories. By E. L. Linton. 



Large^to, bound in buckram, 215. 

Moncrieff— The Abdication; or, Time Tries All. 

An Historical Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff. With Seven 
Etchings by John Pettte, ILA., W. Q. Orchardson, RJL, J. Mac 
Whirter, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. 

r i&7* Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7s, 6<*. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrate^ by Randolph Caldecott. 

M A delightful book, of a kind which is, far too rare. If anyone wants to really 
know the North Italian folk, we can honestly advise him to omit the journey, and 
read Mrs. Cart's pages instead. . . Description with Mrs, Carr is a real gift. 
It is rarely that a book is so happily illustrated."— Contemporary Review. 



CHATTO S? WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 19 

> : . 

New Novels': 

* ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN : An Impossible 
Story. By Walter Be s ant. Illust. by Fred. Barnard. 3 vols., cr. 8vo. 

VALENTINA: A Sketch. By Eleanor C. Price. 2. vols., cr. 8m. 

KEPT IN THE DARK. By Anthony Trollops. With a 
Frontispiece by J. E. Millais, R.A. 2 vols., post 8vo, its. [Oct. 20. 

VAL STRANGE : A Story of the Primrose Way. By Davii> 

Christie Murray. 3 vols., crown 8vo. • ■ . .*% {Shortly, 

REGIMENTAL LEGENDS. By J. S. Winter, Author of 
" Cavalry Life," &c. 3 vols., crown 8vo. {Shortly. 

THE GOLDEN SHAFT. By Charles Gibbon, Author of 
" Robin Gray," &c. 3 vols., crown 8vo. {Shortly. 

A NEW NOVEL BY OUIDA is now in preparation, in 3 vols., 
crown 8vo. •••/.-•> 

FOXGLOVE MANOR. By Robert Buchanan, Author of " God 
and the Man," &c. 3 vols., crown 8vo. {Shortly. 

DUST: A Story. By Julian Hawthorne, Author of "Garth," 
14 Sebastian Strome, M &c. 3 vols., crown 8vo. {Shortly. 

A NEW NOVEL by WIIiKIE COLLINS is now in preparation,. 

in 3 vols., crown 8vo. * , 

WOMEN ARE STRANGE, and other Stories. By F. W. 
Robinson, Author of " Grandmother's Money," &c. 3 vols. {Shortly, 

A NEW COLLECTION of STORIES by CHARLES READE 

is now in preparation, in 3 vols., crown 8vo. .» . 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 55. 

Number Nip (Stories about). 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Works by/ ~" 

Songs of a Worker. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy.', Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, "<.; ; .^ ^. -x .- ^w- -■*%)■ 

Music and Moonlight/ By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Fcap. 
8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. . % /*i •„ -■■*•■.:■ ••. * „y --~.~.>r . ^ 

Lays of France. By Arthur O'Shaughnessy. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 10$. 6d. . • __• \ 

Crown 8vo, red cloth extra, 5s. each. 

Ouida's Novels.— Library Edition. 

Held in Bondage. Fascarel. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil Castlemaine's Gage. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

FolleFarine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 



Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A Village Commune. 

InMaremma. 



%* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last, post 8vo, illustrated, 
boards, 25. each. -- ^«"»vi* « z>&*£- ■■■^.^~~.*\ 

OUIDA'S NEW STORIES.— Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges, 7s. 67*. , 

BIMJtt : Stories for Children. By OUIDA, 



i 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s. per Vol. 



Old Dramatists, The 

Ben Jonson's Works. 

With Notes Critical and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir By Wil- 
liam Gifford. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. 
Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I. con- 
tains the Plays complete, including 
the doubtful ones; Vol. II. the 
Poems and Minor Translations, with 
an Introductory Essay by Algernon 



Charles Swinburne ; Vol. III. the 
Translations of the Iliad and 
Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. 

Including his Translations. Edited, 
with Notes and Introduction, by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol. 

Massinger's Flays. 
From the Text of William Gifford. 
Edited by Col. Cunningham. One 

Vok 



Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6d. 

Parliamentary Procedure! A Popular Hand* 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Payn .— Some Private Views : 

Being Essays contributed to The Nineteenth Century and to The 
Times. By James Payn, Author of " Lost Sir Massingberd," &c. 



* * 



For Mr. Payn's Novels, see pp. 22, 24, 25. 



Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 6d. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorne. 

Proctor (R. A.), Works by: 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year, 
i Drawings of the Constellations, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Familiar Soienoe Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By Richard A. Proctor. 

I Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Pleasant Ways in Science. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Bough Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth. extra, 6s. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting our 
Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Saturn and its System. By Richard A. Proctor. New and Re- 
vised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid : Its Plan and Purpose. By Richard A. 
Proctor. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [Immediately. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. By Richard A. Proctor. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. [In preparation. 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown 8vo, is. 6d. 

" Mr. Proctor, of all writers of our time, best conforms to Matthew Arnold's con* 
ccbtion of a man of culture, in that he strives to humanise knowledge and divest it 
of whatever is harsh, crude, or technical, and so makes it a source of happiness and 
brightness for att*"— Wbsxmi^ster fcsraw. 
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Library Editions, many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 

Piccadilly Novels, The. 

Popular jptariti fcjj tfje Mt&t ftefyaxi. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE, 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. LuorafL 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Celia's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 

A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 

Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

gieen of Hearts, 
y Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs P 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 

BY M, BETHAM'EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

* BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 

.Archie Lovell. 



BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 

Olympiac 
Queen Cophetua. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 

The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. 

For Lack of Gold. 

In Love and War. 

What will the World Say P 

For the King. 

In Honour Bound. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 

The Flower of the Forest. 

A Heart's Problem. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice Quentin. 
Sebastian Strome. 

BY MRS ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornioroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 

Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 

The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGS LEY. 

Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 

Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family.* 
"My Lovel". 
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Piccadilly Novels — continued. 
by yusnN McCarthy, m.p. i 

The Waterdale Neighbours. I 
My Enemy's Daughter. j 

Linley Bochford. i 

A Fair Saxon. i 

Dear Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 

BY AGNES MACDONELL. 

Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 

Lost Rose. 
The Evil Eye. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame ! 
Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIBDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massmgberd. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's Word 
What He Cost Her. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Hoof. 
High Spirits. 
From Exile. 
Carlyon's Year. 
A Confidential Agent 
From Exile. 



BY CHARLES READE, D.CX. r 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. 

Peg Woffington. 

Christie Johnstone. 

Griffith Gaunt 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Play. " 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Readiana. 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Her Mother's Darling. \ 

BY JOHN SA UNBERS. 

Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

BY BERTHA THOXAS. 
Proud Maisie. 
Cressida. 
The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPE. 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 

What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 



NEW VOLUMES OF THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

A Grape from a Thorn. By James Payn. Illustrated by W. Small;, 

Frau Frohmann. By Anthony Trollope. With Frontispiece by 
H. French. 

For Cash Only. By James Payn. 

Prince Saroni's Wife. By Julian Hawthorne. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden-Party. By Mrs. J. H. Riddbll; 

Coals of Fire. By D. Christie Murray. Illustrated by Arthur' 
Hopkins, G. L. Seymour, and D. T. White. - • x 

Hearts of Gold. By Willie C\y\.tls. 
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

{ Wilkie Collins's Novels and BESANTand Rice's Notels may also be had 
in cloth limp at 2s.6d. Set, too, the Piccadilly Novels, /or Library Editions.] 



BY EDMOND ABOUT. 

The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AIDE. 
Confidences. 
Carr of Carrlyon. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 

Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 

Beady-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Grown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Celia's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley Grange. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. 
Savage Life. 

BY BRET HARTE. 
An Heiress of Bed Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
Flip. 

BY MRS. BURNETT. 

Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 

Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 

The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. j 

The Dead Secret 



The Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 

BY DUTTON COOK. 

Leo. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDBS. 

A Point of Honour. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Boxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Polly. 

Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE* 

Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 

Olympia. 
Queen Cophetua. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 

The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the World Say? 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 

Sueen of the Meadow. 
1 Pastures Green. 
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Popular Novels — continued. 
BY JAMES GREENWOOB. 

Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLIBAY. 

Every-day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 

Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 

VndfiT the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 
Ellice Quentin. 

BY TOM HOOD. 

A Golden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 

The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 

Thornicrofb's Model. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 

Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jnn. 

Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 

The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 

Number Seventeen. 
Oakshott Castle. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord ? 
With a Silken Thread. 

' by justin McCarthy, m.p. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Miss Misanthropa 
Donna Quixote. 

BY AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 

The Evil Eye. 
Lost Rose. 



BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open! Sesame! 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 

Touoh and Go. 
Mr. DorUlion. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

A Life's Atonement 

BY MRS. OUPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

BY OUIDA. 

Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil Castlemaine's Gage. 

Tricotrin 

Puck. 

Folle Farine. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A Village Commune. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentinck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Vengeance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

The Clyfl&rds of Clyffe. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. , 

Humorous Stories. « 

Like Father, Like Son, 

A Marine Residence. * 

Married Beneath Him. ? 

Mirk Abbey. .. . 
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Popular Novels — continued. 
James Payn — continued. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. 

Under One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Carlyon's Year. 

BY EDGAR A. POE. 

The Mystery of Marie Boget. 

BY CHARLES READE, D.C.L. 

It is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. 

Peg Woffington. 

Christie Johnstone. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself in his Place. 



BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Path. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 

A Match in the Dark. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 

Tales for the Marines. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE 

Diamond Cut Diamond. 
BY MARK TWAIN. 

A Pleasure Trip in Europe. 

Tom Sawyer. 

An Idle Excursion. 

BY LADY WOQD^ 
Sabina. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 
Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 



ANONYMOUS. 

Paul Ferroll. 

Why P. Ferroll Killed his Wife. 



BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, 15. each. 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret Harte. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's. " 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's.' 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 
The Professor's Wife. By Leonard Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Bent. By Tom Jerrold. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Foe's Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With Baudelaire's Essay on his Life and Writings. 
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PlanchS (J. R.), Works by: 1 

The Cyclopaedia of Costume ; or, A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, 

Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military— from the Earliest Period in England 
to the Reign of George the Third. Including Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a General History of the Costumes of the 
Principal Countries of Europe. By J. R. Planchk, Somerset Herald. 
Two Vols, demy 4to, half morocco, profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, £7 7s. The Volumes may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) at £3 iy. 64. each : Vol. I. The 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A General History of Costume in Europe. 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. By 

J. R. Planch 6. With Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illustrations. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 
Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. By T. R. Planche. Edited, 

with an Introduction, by his Daughter, B^rs. Mackarness. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6s. 



Small 8vo, cloth extra, with 130 Illustrations, 3s. 6d. 

Prince of Argolis, The : 

A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr Smith. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum^ Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gu stave Do re. 

j Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 75. 6d. 

Rambosson.— Popular Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Entirely New Edition, Revised, crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d, 

Reader's Handbook (The) of Allusions, Re- 
ferences, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. Third Edition, 
revised throughout, with a New Appendix, containing a Complete 

English Bibliography. 

, * 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of Health, and 

other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c. ; 

— ■ ■ ■ ' ~ I — — ■ - ■ - I I ' — '■- - — ■ ^— ^^^M^^— 11 ■■ ■ I ■ I ■■■ ■ ■ » M ^ ■ I 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Our Old Country Towns. By Alfred Rimmer."" With over 5© 

Illustrations by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, xos. 6d. H 

Rambles Bound Eton and Harrow. By Alfred Rimmer. With 
50 Illustrations by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, ies. 6d. Also an 
Ebition de Luxe, in 4to (only a limited number printed), with the Illusts. 
beautifully printed on China paper, half-bound boards, edges uncut, 42s. , 

About England with Dickens. With Illustrations by Alfred 

Rimmer and C. A. Vanderhoof. Sq. 8vo, cl. gilt, xos. 6d. [In preparation. 
* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Robinson.— The Poets' Birds. 

By Phil. Robinson, Author of •• Noah's Ark," &c [In the press. 
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Handsomely printed, price 5s. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over fr©m Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country, a.d. 1066-7. 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. * 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4s. 6d. each. 

" Secret Out " Series, The : 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; 

or, Complete Art of Making Fire- 
works. By Thomas Kentish. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : 
A Collection of Graceful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. By 
Frank Bellew. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 
Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic.Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. 200 Illusts. 

The Merry Circle : 
A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bel* 
lew. Many Illustrations. 



Magician's Own Booki 
Performances with Cuds and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience.. Edited by 
W. H. Cremer. 200 Illustrations. 

Magic No Mystery: 
Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c, 
with fully descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writing ; Training of 
Performing Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 

The Secret Out : 
One Thousand Tricks with Cards, 
and other Recreations ; with Enter- 
taining Experiments in Drawing- 
room or " White Magic." By W. H. 
Crbmer. 300 Engravings. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Senior.— Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By William 
Senior (" Red-Spinner "), Author of " By Stream and Sea." M 

Shakespeare ; 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. William Shakespeare's 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Blount. 
1623.— A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process— ensuring the strictest accuracy in every 
detail. Small 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d. 
The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beautifully printed in red 
and black, in small but very clear type. With engraved facsimile of 
Droeshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales from Shakespeare. By 
Charles and Mary Lamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plain, by J. Moyr Smith. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 6s. . - . 

The Handbook of Shakespeare Music. Being an Account of 
350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of 
Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 4to, half-Roxbucgfane, 7s. -si 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Algernon Charges Swinburne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. w • - . . 

Crown. 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry,' Transla- 
tions. Speeches, Jqkes. Puns. &c. With a Collection of Sheridaniana. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with ioo Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Signboards : 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotter. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d» 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

_ Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 

Exquisitely printed in miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, 25. 6d. 

Smoker's Text-Book, The. 

By J. Hamer, F.R.S.L. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 145. 

South-West, The New: 

Travelling Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, Arizona, and 
Northern Mexico. By Ernst von Hesse-Wartegg. With 100 
fine Illustrations and 3 Maps. [In preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Spalding.— Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 



Crown 4to, with Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s. 

Spenser for Children. 

By M. H. Towry. With Illustrations by Walter J. Morgan. 
A New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 55. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice of Chess ; 

Together with an Analysis of the Openings, and a Treatise on End 
Games. By Howard Staunton. Edited by Robert B. Wormald. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 

Stedman — Victorian Poets: 

* Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. 



Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by : 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books., By R.*Louis Stevenson. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6$. - ■• _ 

New Arabian Nights. By R. Louis Stevenson. Two Vols. 

post 8vo, I2S. . — 

14 We must place the l New Arabian Nights * very high indeed, almost hors con- 
cours, among the fiction of the present day.* 1 — Pall Mall Gazette. .-.. 

' Two Vols. , crown 8vo, with numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 24s- * 

Strahan.— Twenty Years of a Publisher's 

Life. By Alexander Strahan. \Jn preparation 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous ' 
. Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 140 
Illustrations. Edited by William Hone. 

Crown 8vo, with a Map of Suburban London, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of London : 

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Society » ' 
Celebrities, and Associations. With Notes on their Rental, Rates, 
and House Accommodation. , 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, js. 6d. 

Swift's Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in the Original Edition of " Gulliver's Travels." 



Swinburne's (Algernon 

The Queen Mother and Rosa- 
mond. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. 

Atalanta in Calydon. 
A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 65. 

Chastelard. 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Poems and Ballads. 
First Series. Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. 
Second Series. Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Notes on Poems and Reviews. 

8vo, 15. 

William Blake : 
A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintings. Demy 8vo, 165. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

Bothwell : 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 



C.) Works: 

George Chapman : 
An Essay. Crown 8vo, 75. * 

Songs of Two Nations. .' 

Crown 8vo, 6*. 

Essays and Studies. \ 

Crown 8vo, 12s. 

Erechtheus: 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6*. 

Note of an English Republican 

on the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, is. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte 

Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8vo, 8s. 

Songs of the Springtides. 

Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Studies in Song. 

Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Mary Stuart : 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8s. 

Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo, 9s. 



Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours, 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in Search 
of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson's droll page Illustra- 
tions in Colours, and a Life of the Author by J. C. Hotten. «*i 

Four Vols, small 8vo, cloth boards, 30s. 

Taine's History of English Literature. 

Translated by Henry Van Laun. 
%• Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, i$s. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, 6s. 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith. 



i ^ 



. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. ' 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical Dramas : 

" Clancarty," " Jeanne Dare," •• 'Twixt Axe and Crown," " The Fool's 

Revenge," ,4 Arkwrighfs Wife," " Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion." 

*«* The Plays may also 1m had separately, at Is. each. ..... 

-- — — — — — — — _ — . n 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 75. 6d. 

Thackeray ana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches Dy 
William Makepeace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Incidents 
in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of his every- 
day reading. With Coloured Frontispiece and Hundreds of Wood 
Engravings, facsimiled from Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 7s. 6V. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan Cunning- 
ham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. J 

Thornbury (Walter), Works by: 

Haunted London. By Walter Thornbury. A New Edition, 
Edited by Edward Walford, M.A., with numerous Illustrations by 
F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. Founded 
upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow Academi- 
cians. By Walter Thornbury. A Mew Edition, considerably Enlarged. 
With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsimiled from Turner's 
Original Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7$. 6d. ^ 

Timbs (John), Works by: 

Clubs and Club Life in London. With Anecdotes of its Famous 
Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. By John Timbs, F.S.A. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. •w«* 5 »w 

English Eccentrics and Eccentricities : Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, : 
&c. By John Timbs, F.S.A With nearly 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, ; 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. <->-: .**;. ^^-.. ■ .■ tr— \ 

, , -* *» -' 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14s. 

Torrens.— The Marquess. Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Forming Vol. I. of Pro- 
Consul and Tribune: Wellesley and O'Connell: Historic 
Portraite. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. > ; 

r Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground-Plans, 145. ^v 

Wafcott.— Church Work and Life in. English 

\ Minsters; and the English Stadent's Monasticon. By the Rev. 
N Mackenzie E. C.^Walcott, B.D. 
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The Twenty-third Annual Edition, for 1883, cloth, full gilt, 50s. •"*' ' 

Walford.— The County Families of the United 

Kingdom. By Edward Walford, M.A. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, Ac, of more than 12,000 
distinguished Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Country 
Addresses, Clubs, &c. [In the press. 

Large crown 8vo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, ys. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler ; 

or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation ; being a Discourse of Rivers, 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. *» 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, per volume. 



Wanderer's Library, The : 



Merrie England in the Olden 

Time. By George Daniel. With 
Illustrations by Robt. Cruikshank. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 

London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

The Wilds of London. -^ By 

Jambs Greenwood. rfr.3*# 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings ; 

Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Heuses, Clubs, &c 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebri- 
ties. By Thomas Frost. . _ 

The Lives of the Conjurers. 

By Thomas Frost. 

The Life and Adventures of a 

Cheap Jack. By One of the Frater- 
nity. Edited by Charles Hindley. 

The Story of the London Parks. 

By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account 
of the Strange Fish to be found there. 
By James Greenwood. 



Seven Generations of Execu- 
tioners : Memoirs of the Sanson 
Family (1688 to 1847X Edited by 
Henry Sanson. . 

The World Behind the Scenes: 
By Percy Fitzgerald. 

London Characters. By Henry 
Mayhew. Illustrated. j 

The Genial Showman: Life 

and Adventures of Artemus Ward. 
By E. P. Hingston. Frontispiece. 

Wanderings in Patagonia; or, 
Life among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated. 

Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. By Charles Warren Stod- 
- dard. Illust. by Wallis Mackay. 

Savage Life. & By Frederick 
Boyle. 



Camp Notes: Stories of Sport 
and Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Tunis : The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War- 
tegg. With 22 Illustrations. 



Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in., 2s. » 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. 

Beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original. MS., price 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. 7 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and 
a Facsimile of the Great Seal. 
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Crows 8vo ( cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, at. 6d. 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pottery and Porce- 
lain ; or. History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Hodder 
M. Westropp. With numerous Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 

Seventh Edition. SquareSvo, is. 

Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macneill Whistler. 

Williams (Mattieu), Works by: 

Science in Short Chapters. By W. Mattieu Williams, 

FJLA&, F.CS. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 7s. 64. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. By W. Mattieu Williams, 
F.R.A.S-, F.C.S. Crown 8vo, doth limp, with Illustrations, zs. 6rf. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew), Works by : 

Chapters on Evolution : A Popular History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. By Andrew Wilson, PhD., F.R.S.E. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 259 Illustrations, ys. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-book. By Andrew Wilson, 
Ph.D., F.R.S.E. (A Volume of "The Mayfair Library. ,, ) Post 8vo 
cloth limp, zs. 6d. 

Leisure - Time Studies, chiefly Biological By Andrew 

Wilson, PhD., F.R.S.E. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, doth extra, with 

IUostraoons, 6s. , 

" It is well when we can take up the work of a really qualified investigator, 

who in the intervals 0/ his more serious professional labours sets himself to impart 

knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 

with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is this 

little volume, made up of essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr. 

Andrew Wilson, lecturer and examiner in Science at Edinburgh and Glasgow, 

at leisureintervals in a busy professional life. . . . Dr. Wilson's pages teem 

with matter stimulating to a healthy love of science and a reverence for the 

truths of nature." — Saturday Review. 

1 

Small 8vo, doth extra, Illustrated, 6s. 

Wooing (The) of the Water Witch : 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Daldorne. Illust by J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown 8vo, half-bound, 125. 6d. 

Words, Pacts, and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
Eliezer Edwards. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by : 

Caricature History of the Georges. (The House of Hanover.) 
With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, 
&c. By Thomas Wright, F.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of the Grotesque in Art, Literature,* 

Se^pture, and Painting. By Thomas Wright, F.S.A. Profusely Illus- 
trated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Large post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. &/. 
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